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Introduction 

by  Lynne  Nadeau  and  Brian  Kuhl 

In  January  of  2005,  one  of  Northern  Essex  Community  College’s  valued  Basic 
Writing  teachers,  Brian  Kuhl,  left  Massachusetts  to  teach  writing  at  the  South  China 
University  of  Tropical  Agriculture.  In  China,  Brian  has  been  using  his  experiences  with 
the  Basic  Writing  curriculum  and  sending  us  emails  like  the  one  below. 

To:  NECC 
From:  Brian  Kuhl 
Subject:  Teaching  in  China 

My  classes  are  going  well,  and  I thought  you’d  all  like  to  know  how  much  teaching  Basic  Writing 
at  NECC  has  come  in  handy,  even  here  in  the  jungle.  I’ve  introduced  my  writing  classes  to  the 
steps  in  the  writing  process,  and  it’s  been  a big  hit.  Most  of  my  students  have  never  heard  of  the 
process  before,  and  always  tried  to  write  the  “perfect”  essay  on  the  first  attempt.  The  concepts  of 
prewriting  and  revising  have  been  especially  useful.  When  I asked  students  to  respond  in  their 
journals  about  the  class  in  which  I reviewed  the  writing  process,  one  student  wrote,  “The  writing 
steps  are  very  useful  for  me.  I did  not  know  ‘prewriting’  during  the  past  practices.  So  I had  no 
words  about  the  topic.”  Another  commented,  “Before  this  lesson,  I wrote  an  essay  directly.  I 
wouldn’t  do  something  like  writing  a draft  and  changing  my  idea.”  I think  most  students  are  happy 
that  they  get  to  work  on  their  writing  a bit  at  a time,  focusing  on  just  one  aspect  instead  of  having 
to  get  it  “right"  all  at  once.  There  seems  to  be  a real  sense  of  relief  among  them. 

As  Brian’s  experience  shows,  students  anywhere  in  the  world  can  benefit  from 
learning  the  process  used  in  Basic  Writing.  As  you  are  about  to  discover,  writing  is  not  a 
one-time  event,  completed  as  quickly  as  possible,  submitted  to  your  instructor,  and  never 
dealt  with  again.  At  NECC,  the  writing  program  has  a series  of  steps,  including  topic 
selection,  prewriting,  drafting,  tutor  response,  peer  response,  and  revising.  This  means 
that  you  will  be  working  with  your  writing  a lot,  usually  changing  an  essay  at  least  four 
times. 

Like  Brian’s  Chinese  students,  many  first-time  college  students  have  never  used 
this  process  before,  but  they  find  that  such  close  attention  to  their  essays  improves  them  a 
great  deal.  By  the  end  of  the  semester,  most  students  are  thankful  that  they  have  taken 
Basic  Writing  and  feel  much  more  confident  about  their  work  as  they  register  for 
Composition  I. 

When  you  read  this  issue  of  Writers  in  Progress,  you  can  see  the  results  of  using 
the  writing  process  in  the  fine  essays  that  last  year’s  students  have  produced.  Equally 
important,  in  the  biography  at  the  end  of  each  essay  are  comments  from  the  students 
themselves  who,  like  the  writing  students  in  China,  assure  you  that  “The  writing  steps  are 
very  useful,”  and  that  you,  too,  will  be  a better  writer  at  the  end  of  the  semester. 
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Everyday  Reminder 
by  Steven  Herrera 

“It  is  a pop  fly  to  center  field.  If  Antonio  catches  this  ball,  the  game  ends,  and 
New  York  takes  it  10-6  over  the  Reds.  Herrera  is  backpedaling  through  the  outfield. 

Oh!  He  hits  the  fence!  Does  he  catch  the  ball?  Yes,  he  caught  it!  The  Yankees  take  it!”  It 
was  the  last  day  that  I was  going  to  live  in  my  hometown.  I was  moving  out  east  to  attend 
school  at  Northern  Essex  Community  College.  My  nephew,  Antonio,  who  was  9 years 
old  at  the  time,  asked  me  to  leave  later  in  the  day  so  that  I could  attend  his  baseball  game. 
He  said,  “Just  see  one  more  game.”  I agreed  to  stay  and  see  the  game.  Now  that  day  is 
burned  in  my  head.  That  was  the  day  I realized  how  much  he  loved  me  and  how  much  he 
was  going  to  miss  me.  At  the  end  of  the  game,  he  received  that  game  ball  for  his 
performance.  That  game  ball  is  an  everyday  reminder  of  how  much  he  loves  me  and  how 
important  it  was  for  me  to  be  at  that  game. 

When  that  game  was  over  the  coach  called  all  the  players  into  a circle  and  told 
them  how  good  they  played.  He  then  gave  the  game  ball  to  my  nephew,  for  his 
performance  in  the  game.  When  we  got  home,  my  nephew  called  me  into  his  room.  He 
then  told  me  that  he  wanted  to  give  me  the  game  ball  he  received.  He  asked  me  what  he 
could  write  on  it  and  I told  him  to  put  on  the  date  and  the  score  of  the  game.  He  did  and 
he  also  wrote  me  a short  message.  As  he  handed  me  the  game  ball  he  said,  “Here,  so  you 
can  remember  this  game  and  me.” 

Many  people  might  see  the  baseball  and  think  it  is  just  any  other  ball,  but  to  me  I 
see  much  more.  The  ball  is  off  white  and  it  looks  like  it  has  been  in  a game  or  two.  The 
ball  has  red  stitching  which  wraps  around  its  round  shape.  The  stitching  also  looks  beat 
up.  On  some  areas  of  the  ball,  the  threads  of  the  stitching,  which  are  used  to  seam  the 
individual  pieces  of  leather  together,  look  ready  to  break.  On  the  ball  there  are  also  some 
faded  stamps.  One  of  the  stamps  reads  “Wilson”  in  black  letters.  The  other  stamp  reads 
“Little  League”  in  blue  letters.  You  will  also  find  on  the  ball  handwriting  in  black  ink 
that  reads  “Antonio  Herrera.”  Other  handwriting  on  the  ball  reads  “Thank  you  for  coming 
to  my  game.  I love  you.”  It  is  signed  “Tony.”  The  ball  also  has  written  on  it  the  stats  from 
the  game  “Caught  1 awesome  ball  on  5-6-04  NY  10  - Reds  6.”  For  the  most  part  the  ball 
is  smooth,  except  for  the  ridges  caused  by  the  stitching.  The  ball  is  light  in  weight,  fits  in 
the  palm  of  my  hand,  is  very  solid  and  has  little  bounce.  There  is  no  smell  to  the  ball. 

I keep  that  game  ball  on  the  top  of  my  dresser  along  with  his  baseball  card.  The 
ball  is  in  a round,  clear  plastic  case,  which  sits  on  a dark  wooden  base.  The  case  protects 
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the  ball  because  I wouldn’t  want  anything  to  happen  to  it.  Every  day  I see  those  things 
and  remember  how  much  he  loves  me  and  how  much  I mean  to  him.  That  ball  brings 
back  so  many  memories.  I could  look  at  that  ball  and  remember  every  detail  of  that  game 
and  all  the  other  games  that  I watched  him  play  in,  or  I can  remember  him  when  he  first 
picked  up  a bat  and  ball. 

Every  time  I look  at  that  ball,  I remember  those  days  when  he  was  very  young. 
When  he  was  about  a year  old  he  always  ran  around  the  house  with  a bat  and  ball.  I 
remember  how  I used  to  pitch  him  the  ball  and  how  he  tried,  and  sometimes  hit  the  ball. 
He  also  used  to  try  and  pitch  the  ball  to  me.  Even  back  then,  at  that  age,  he  could  throw  a 
ball  pretty  hard.  Now  9 years  later  he  is  pitching  on  a Little  League  team.  He  loved  the 
game  when  he  was  about  a year  old  and  he  still  loves  the  game.  He  seems  to  always  have 
a bat  and  ball  in  his  hands. 

My  nephew,  Antonio,  means  a lot  to  me.  Living  so  far  away  from  him  now, 
having  that  special  ball  lets  me  feel  closer  to  him  every  time  I see  it,  feel  it  or  hold  it.  I 
can  say  without  a doubt,  that  game  ball  is  the  most  valued  object  I have  ever  owned.  As 
Antonio  gets  older,  those  memories  get  dimmer.  That  ball  puts  a lock  in  time  for  me  of 
all  his  baseball  moments.  As  every  day  goes  by,  my  appreciation  for  that  ball  and  the 
value  of  it  grows. 


Steven  Herrera  wants  to  go  into  the  nursing  field.  Before  taking  Basic  Writing  with 
Joanna  Fortna,  he  found  writing  “difficult  and  boring.  ” Since  taking  the  course,  Steven 
says,  “Now,  I find  it  easier  and  I am  more  able  to  express  myself  and  my  viewpoints.  ” 
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Ring  of  Reminders 
by  Bernardino  Ortiz 

Graduation  day  was  three  days  away  and  I was  begging  the  principal  and  the 
superintendent  to  give  me  a chance  to  walk  in  it.  I did  a good  job  in  school,  passed  all  my 
subjects,  good  with  the  teachers,  and  a very  popular  student.  So  why  not  just  let  it  pass?  I 
wish  it  was  that  easy.  One  mistake  was  going  to  cost  me  the  senior  prom  and  also  to  walk 
at  graduation  and  receive  my  diploma  with  all  my  fellow  classmates. 

One  month  prior  to  graduation  was  the  busiest  of  them  all  - class  pictures,  the 
class  superlatives,  the  exciting  surprises,  and  the  big  daddy  of  them  all,  The  Senior  Field 
Trip  the  week  before  graduation.  My  mom  had  just  showed  me  the  class  ring  she  was 
planning  to  give  me  the  day  of  graduation.  It  was  beautiful  and  very  unique.  The  ring  was 
placed  in  a suede  red  box  approximately  1 Vi  inch  in  width  and  length.  The  inside  of  the 
box  was  white  suede.  The  ring’s  shine  was  like  the  sun  shining  through  your  window  on 
a hot  summer  morning.  It  was  very  bright  and  elegant,  ten  carats  of  solid  yellow  gold 
with  a garnet  colored  stone  in  the  center.  The  garnet  stone  represents  my  zodiac  sign 
which  is  Capricorn.  Around  the  stone  was  an  engraving  of  my  school’s  name,  Greater 
Lawrence  Technical  High  School.  On  one  side  of  the  ring  there  is  an  engraving  of  the 
year  I graduated  which  is  2002.  Below  the  year  there  is  a baseball  player  holding  a bat 
ready  to  swing  with  the  word  baseball  on  the  side  of  him.  On  the  opposite  side  the  name 
Dino  appears.  That  name  is  short  of  my  real  name  which  is  Bernardino.  Beneath  my 
name  there  is  a football  player  in  his  football  stance  with  a football  and  a goalpost  behind 
him.  The  two  athletic  players  represent  the  sports  that  I was  part  of  in  my  school. 

My  mom  was  proud  of  me  and  the  ring  showed  it.  It  was  expensive  but  she  didn’t 
mind.  Her  face  glowed  and  I felt  warmth  in  my  heart  knowing  that  me  graduating  made 
her  very  happy.  She  was  really  excited  to  have  her  first  of  three  sons  graduate.  I was 
going  to  wear  the  ring  with  so  much  pride  and  dignity.  Just  to  look  at  it  would  be  a 
reminder  of  what  I accomplished.  I would  take  good  care  of  it  just  like  my  mom  does 
with  hers.  I couldn’t  wait  to  get  it  and  I wouldn’t  do  anything  to  mess  up  the  chances  of 
me  getting  it.  That’s  when  things  went  wrong. 

It  was  hard  to  stay  out  of  trouble  at  the  senior  field  trip.  I lasted  the  whole  year 
without  getting  into  any  major  trouble  so  why  not  just  take  the  chance?  I didn’t  think  I 
would  get  caught,  but  I did  and  now  there  was  more  than  just  a scolding  at  stake.  I got 
caught  bringing  some  alcohol  to  the  trip.  This  was  more  than  just  a mistake;  it  was  a 
nightmare.  We  were  all  the  way  in  Pennsylvania  so  the  teachers  in  charge  couldn’t  send 
me  back.  From  the  time  I got  caught  till  the  bus  ride  home  was  hell  for  me.  That  was  just 
the  beginning. 
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I got  suspended  from  school  and  any  further  activities.  This  meant  the  prom  and 
graduation.  My  mom’s  heart  was  shattered.  It  was  all  my  fault.  The  ring  wouldn’t  mean  a 
thing  now.  To  see  my  mom  cry  when  she  heard  the  news  made  me  realize  I had  to  do 
something  and  fast. 

I decided  to  write  a letter  of  apology  about  6 pages  long.  I didn’t  leave  anything 
out.  I wrote  about  how  I felt  and  how  stupid  my  decision  was.  I also  wrote  about  how  my 
mom  felt  and  how  stressed  out  it  made  her.  I wrote  an  apology  to  the  teachers  on  the  trip 
as  well  as  the  students.  I took  the  letter  to  the  superintendent  and  the  principal  personally. 
The  look  on  their  face  was  full  of  surprise  as  well  as  a bit  of  disappointment  and  sorrow. 
They  really  liked  me  as  a student  as  well  as  a friend  and  they  too  wanted  me  to  walk. 

It  took  them  about  3 days  to  respond.  It  felt  like  years.  It  was  the  best  response 
ever.  They  were  going  to  let  me  walk  on  graduation  and  also  let  me  go  to  the  prom.  This 
meant  so  much  to  me  and  my  mom.  She  was  all  smiles.  She  gave  me  the  ring  the  same 
day  of  the  prom.  I wore  it  with  so  much  heart.  I also  wore  it  for  graduation  and  I am 
pretty  sure  everyone  noticed  how  much  it  meant  to  me.  I showed  every  soul  at  the 
graduation.  I was  all  smiles.  Thanks  to  my  mom,  I have  something  that  is  so  precious  to 
me.  The  ring  is  a reminder  to  me  for  many  reasons.  The  memories  of  the  prom,  my 
mom’s  glowing  face  and  the  day  I walked  at  graduation  still  are  fresh  in  my  head  when  I 
look  at  the  ring.  What  I had  to  do  to  get  the  ring  is  something  I hope  I would  never  have 
to  go  through  again. 


Bernardino  Ortiz,  21,  took  Joanna  Fortna ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  spring  of 2005. 
Regarding  writing  he  “was  interested  right  from  the  beginning.  ” After  taking  the  class 
Bernardino  says,  “I  am  even  more  interested  now  knowing  that  I have  learned  a lot  more 
just  by  taking  the  class.  ” 
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A Night  at  the  Beach 
by  Laura  Campbell 


My  favorite  place  to  be  is  the  beach  at  night,  especially  Hampton  Beach.  It  is 
special  to  me  because  of  how  peaceful  the  beach  is  during  the  late  hours  of  the  day  and 
how  calming  the  surroundings  are  there.  As  I pull  into  the  empty  lot,  I anticipate  what  the 
next  hour  will  bring. 

The  first  thing  I notice  about  the  beach  at  night  is  the  air.  The  moment  I step  out 
of  my  car  I get  this  burst  of  cool,  moist  air  that  surrounds  my  body  and  feels  damp  on  my 
face.  The  first  breath  of  it  I take  is  like  a refreshing  glass  of  ice  water  with  a salty,  tangy 
taste  that  leaves  coolness  in  my  throat.  It’s  a refreshing  burst  that  can  quench  anyone’s 
need  for  fresh,  pure  air. 

As  I approach  the  gray  colored  sand,  I remove  my  shoes  and  continue  barefoot 
searching  for  the  perfect  spot  to  sit  and  let  my  mind  wander.  I feel  the  soft,  grainy  sand 
caress  the  bottom  of  my  feet  as  my  toes  sink  into  the  cold  smooth  stones  with  each  step  I 
take.  There  are  not  many  places  as  soothing  as  the  beach,  a large  peaceful  open  spot 
where  I could  do  absolutely  anything  in  the  world  I wanted  to  do. 

When  I finally  find  that  perfect  spot  to  lie  down,  usually  I sit  and  take  my  hand 
and  press  it  against  the  cool  sand  to  brush  it  back  and  forth  letting  the  grains  fall  over  and 
surround  each  finger  until  the  ground  is  flat  and  comfortable  to  lay  on.  When  I lay  down 
everything  else  in  the  world  seems  to  disappear.  Sometimes  I close  my  eyes  and  drain  out 
every  sound  except  for  the  slight  splash  of  waves  crashing  on  the  earth.  It  is  the  most 
relaxing  sound;  I could  lay  there  for  days  just  listening  to  the  ocean.  When  I look  at  the 
ocean,  it  looks  as  if  it  is  a gigantic  mirror,  letting  the  moon  get  an  ongoing  reflection  of 
its  beautiful  luminous  glow. 

The  night  sky  is  like  a silent,  dark  far  away  world  with  the  stars  being  its  little 
sign  of  life  with  their  dusty  shimmering  rays.  Finally,  looking  up  at  the  midnight  sky  with 
the  speckles  of  little  lights,  I can  think,  dream  and  be  perfectly  content  with  the  cold  sand 
between  my  toes  and  the  damp  air  on  my  face,  not  wanting  to  be  anywhere  else  in  the 
world  but  there  at  that  moment. 

Deciding  when  it’s  time  to  go  is  always  very  difficult,  but  when  I feel  as  if  my 
head  had  been  cleared,  thoughts  put  in  order,  and  regain  my  strength  and  composure,  I 
prepare  to  leave.  The  best  part  about  leaving  is  knowing  I will  be  back  the  next  time  I’m 
due  for  a counseling  session  with  the  stars. 

Laura  Campell,  18,  took  Wendy  Leeman ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  fall  of 2004.  Before 
she  took  Basic  Writing,  she  was  not  sure  how  to  improve  her  writing.  Now  that  she  has 
finished  the  course,  she  enjoys  writing  more  because  she  knows  how  to  improve  as  a 
writer. 
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A Beautiful  Circle 
by  Tammy  McCarthy 

It  was  a lovely  autumn  day.  I stepped  out  of  my  backdoor,  took  a deep  cleansing 
breath  of  the  crisp  morning  air,  and  looked  around.  Ready  to  move  on,  I walked  across 
the  driveway  and  up  to  the  center  of  my  backyard.  A wondrous  transformation  had  taken 
place.  The  lush  green  acre  of  grass,  surrounded  on  three  sides  by  an  old  stone  wall,  was 
now  a special  place  for  celebration.  Filled  with  pride  for  job  well  done,  I toured  my  yard 
to  make  sure  we  had  attended  to  all  the  details. 

There  was  a circle  thirteen  feet  in  diameter,  made  from  red,  orange  and  yellow 
leaves  that  had  fallen  from  nearby  trees.  Some  of  the  leaves  were  maple;  others  were  ash, 
oak  and  birch.  This  circle  represented  a sacred  place,  much  like  an  outdoor  temple  or 
chapel.  I stepped  inside  its  leafy  boundaries,  checked  to  be  sure  that  the  altar  placed  in  the 
center  was  arranged  properly,  and  then  proceeded  to  walk  around  the  circle  stopping  first 
in  the  east  quarter.  There  on  a small  wooden  table  lay:  soft  white  feathers,  a bowl  of  dried 
pine  needles,  and  clusters  of  stiff  crisp  sage,  all  collected  from  my  yard.  As  I started  to 
leave  that  section,  I could  feel  a warm  gentle  breeze. 

Moving  south,  I could  see  the  blazing  fire  in  the  old  stone  fireplace;  some  of  the 
rocks  glowed  in  shades  of  brilliant  red  because  of  the  heat.  The  scent  of  pine  logs  and 
burning  brush  filled  the  air  with  a magickal  fragrance.  The  amalgamation  of  the  crackling 
sounds  of  green  branches  ablaze  and  birds  singing  made  a tantalizing  melody.  Before  I 
continued  on,  I took  another  deep  breath  of  the  enchanting  aroma  drifting  towards  me  in 
puffs  of  smoke  from  the  fire.  Arriving  on  the  west  side,  I approached  a small  wooden 
table;  upon  it  sat  a large  blue  candle  with  a fragrant  blueberry  scent  so  strong  that  you 
could  almost  taste  it.  Next  to  the  table,  a large  black  cauldron  filled  with  cold  rainwater 
hung  from  an  antique  tripod.  I glanced  outside  the  circle  at  the  two  rows  of  chairs,  each 
chair  elegantly  bejeweled  with  velvety  pastel  pink  and  blue  ribbons  and  deliciously 
aromatic  white  roses.  It  would  certainly  provide  ample  seating  for  those  who  could  not 
stand  through  the  service.  Everything  in  this  section  met  with  my  approval,  and  I moved 
on. 

As  I neared  the  end  of  my  journey,  I entered  the  north  quarter.  Here  resided  a 
stunning  arbor.  Coarse  brown  vines  donning  giant  green  grape  leaves  were  intricately 
woven  throughout  its  lattice.  Tender  bunches  of  sweet  grapes,  both  white  and  Concord, 
hung  in  various  sections.  The  fragrance  was  intoxicating  and  the  visual  effect  of  the 
draping  vines  was  truly  a powerful  sight. 

I took  another  moment  to  savor  the  magnificence  of  the  area  selected  and 
decorated;  everything  received  my  approbation.  This  day  would  be  special  to  our  family 
as  it  was  to  be  the  day  of  my  children’s  Wiccaning.  Exhilarated  and  enchanted,  I turned 
and  walked  back  to  the  house  so  that  I could  continue  with  the  preparations  for  the  day’s 
extraordinary  event. 


A paralegal  major  here  at  NECC,  Tammy  took  Basic  Writing  with  Cara  McClintock- 
Walsh  in  the  fall  of 2004.  After  taking  the  course,  Tammy  says,  “I  feel  more  confident  in 
my  ability  to  write.  ” When  she  is  not  writing,  Tammy  is  busy  caring  for  her  twin  toddlers. 
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My  Lifesaver 
by  William  Keraghan 

This  story  about  my  Anne  needs  to  go  back  about  twenty-three  years  to  the  spring 
of  1981  in  the  town  of  Topsfield,  MA.  When  I first  met  Anne  she  was  just  about  to  turn 
twenty-one  years  old.  I was  living  in  a three  room  cabin  in  the  campground  called  The 
Knotty  Pines  across  the  street  from  the  Topsfield  Fair  Grounds.  Since  I was  single,  I had 
a problem  with  doing  my  laundry.  Not  having  a washing  machine  didn’t  help  either.  So  I 
talked  Doris,  the  woman  who  lived  next  door,  into  doing  my  laundry  once  a week.  One 
day  when  she  came  to  my  cabin  to  gather  my  clothes,  she  brought  along  one  of  her 
friends  with  her,  Anne.  All  I needed  was  one  look  at  Anne  and  I knew  she  was  the 
woman  I wanted  to  marry.  Anne  had  a very  good  sense  of  humor.  No  matter  how  long  we 
have  been  together,  she  still  laughs  at  my  jokes. 

Anne’s  physical  appearance  was  natural  and  alive  with  her  smiling  face.  She  had 
a voice  that  sounded  to  me  like  an  angel  had  been  whispering  in  my  ear.  Her  hair  seemed 
to  have  a life  of  its  own.  It  would  bounce  with  every  step.  It  was  a deep  black  color, 
almost  purple  when  the  sun  hit  it  just  right.  She  wore  her  hair  parted  in  the  middle  and  it 
didn’t  just  fall  straight  down  to  her  shoulders.  It  went  out  at  an  angle  because  of  her 
beautiful  thick  curls.  I loved  to  watch  Anne  brush  her  hair.  Her  curls  would  just  bounce 
right  back  in  place  after  the  brush  was  run  through  them.  Sensuality  is  a word  that  comes 
to  mind  a lot,  smooth  to  the  touch,  and  her  lips  were  soft  and  moist  and  aroused  with  little 
kisses.  Anne  was  the  only  woman  that  I ever  met  or  was  with  that  made  my  heart  go 
thump  all  day  and  night.  So  in  July  of  1982  we  were  married  and  moved  to  a small  house 
in  the  Willow  Dale  State  Forest  in  Ipswich,  MA.  I was  working  there  as  a park  ranger  at 
the  time. 

My  wife  when  I first  met  her  was  five  feet  five  inches  tall  and  weighed  103 
pounds.  After  twenty-three  years  together  she  has  only  gained  a few  pounds  more  to  her 
strong  and  healthy  body.  Her  skin  was  cream  color  in  the  winter,  a tanned  golden  brown 
in  the  summer.  Most  of  all  it  was  her  eyes  that  made  me  want  to  say  yes  to  anything  she 
asked.  They  are  brown  and  looked  into  my  soul.  Brightness  was  another  nice  feature  of 
her  eyes.  When  she  laughed  her  eyes  would  get  wide  and  had  a glow  to  them  and  be  full 
of  fun,  and  even  a little  mischief.  My  wife’s  appearance  is  all  that  I would  have  wanted  in 
a woman. 

My  wife  became  a firefighter  seventeen  years  ago,  and  is  great  at  what  she  does 
best  fighting  fires.  Anne  deals  with  the  public,  when  they  come  into  the  station  with 
problems  like  fire  permits,  or  questions  about  fire  safety.  Anne  acts  as  if  she  has  been  fire 
fighting  and  going  to  medical  alerts  all  her  life.  Anne  is  always  there  when  someone 
needs  help.  She  even  volunteers  her  services  free  when  off  duty.  She  runs  the  child  safety 
seat  program  in  Ipswich  and  surrounding  towns.  She  is  a firefighter  not  just  when  she  is 
at  the  station.  It  is  twenty-four  hours  a day,  seven  days  a week. 

Anne  can  be  very  stubborn  at  times,  and  won’t  admit  she  is  wrong  too  often, 
especially  when  it  comes  to  taking  shortcuts,  when  we  travel  in  the  car.  One  time  she  bet 
me  that  she  could  get  to  our  camp  in  Newton,  NH,  taking  a shortcut.  I took  the  back  roads 
to  Merrimack,  MA.  Anne  took  Route  125  through  Haverhill,  MA,  and  Plaistow,  NH. 
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Anne  took  a little  too  much  time  because  I got  to  the  camp  only  a few  minutes  before  her, 
and  boy  did  she  get  mad. 

Anne  has  a special  place  in  her  heart  for  bingo.  If  she  had  enough  money,  she 
would  be  a professional  bingo  player.  Whenever  she  wins  at  bingo,  she  can  be  heard 
yelling  bingo  across  the  entire  bingo  hall.  Then  she  jumps  up  and  down  until  the  bingo 
lady  comes  over  to  pay  her.  A good  thing  about  her  winning  is  she  would  always  give  me 
half  the  prize  money. 

Anne’s  reputation  is  the  most  important  thing  to  her.  She  works  hard  to  keep  it. 
Everyone  that  knows  her  speaks  very  highly  of  her  ability  to  care  for  others.  I was 
diagnosed  with  diabetes,  which  caused  my  kidneys  to  fail.  I was  then  put  on  a dialysis 
machine  for  three  hours  a day  until  a transplant  was  found.  One  day  I got  a call  to  come 
to  the  hospital  and  was  told  to  bring  my  family  with  me.  All  of  my  family  members  were 
tested  to  see  if  they  were  a match  to  find  a kidney  donor.  My  family  is  small  and  none  of 
my  relatives  that  came  were  a match  for  one  reason  or  another.  My  wife  suggested  that 
the  doctors  should  test  her,  and  she  turned  out  to  be  a perfect  match;  God  was  on  my  side 
that  day.  Three  months  later,  Anne  gave  me  one  of  her  kidneys.  The  transplant  surgery 
happened  in  1996  and  I have  been  living  ever  since  because  of  my  wife’s  gift  of  life  and 
love. 

I am  now  retired  because  of  my  health  problems,  but  my  wife  still  has  many  years 
to  work.  Someday  when  she  retires  we  plan  to  sell  our  house  and  move  to  a place  where 
it  is  warm  every  day.  I believe  there  was  a reason  God  put  Anne  in  my  life,  and  that  was 
to  save  it.  Since  that  gift  of  life,  I have  gotten  the  chance  to  see  my  son  grow  and  become 
a fine  young  man.  Anne  taught  me  the  meaning  of  the  word  unselfish,  and  I try  to  live  my 
life  that  way  every  day.  Loving  Anne  is  the  only  true  emotion  that  will  never  die  inside  of 
me. 


William  Keraghan  is  a retired  park  ranger  who  enjoys  fishing  and  going  to  sports  games. 
After  finishing  John  Hyland's  spring  2005  class,  he  says,  “Basic  Writing  has  opened  a 
door  for  me.  I have  more  confidence  and  better  esteem.  ” 
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Isis 

by  Lisa  McGinness 

She  is  a unique  individual  whose  name  could  not  have  fit  her  more  perfectly.  In 
Egypt,  Isis  is  the  goddess  of  fertility.  She  is  the  mother  of  all  mothers  and  the  most 
important  Goddess  in  the  history  of  Egypt.  My  daughter’s  name  was  picked  for  its 
powerful  meaning  and  a relentless  feeling  that  it  was  meant  to  be  hers.  This  could  not 
have  proved  to  be  more  true.  Isis  came  into  this  world  both  beautiful  and  overflowing 
with  motherly  ways.  It  is  those  motherly  qualities  of  hers  that  have  taught  me  how  to  be  a 
better  mother  myself. 

Isis  is  six  years  old  and  average  height  for  her  age.  She  is  built  solid  and  is  known 
for  her  muscle  bound  thighs  that  look  just  like  mine  had  when  I was  her  age.  She  has 
long,  smooth  and  silky  hair  that  curls  tight  like  Shirley  Temple’s,  flowing  beautifully 
down  to  the  middle  of  her  back.  She  has  a deep  “Sugar  Daddy”  complexion  and  large 
almond  shaped  hazel  colored  eyes  that  change  to  describe  her  mood  or  clothing  and  are 
accentuated  by  her  wonderfully  long,  thick  eyelashes.  She  has  full,  rosy  pink  lips  and  a 
smile  to  make  a smile.  Recently,  she  lost  her  first  baby  tooth  and  now  has  a large  one  in 
its  place.  She  stands  solid  on  her  two  feet.  Just  by  looking  at  the  way  she  carries  herself 
shows  that  she  thinks  she’s  already  been  here  on  this  earth  before;  this  time  around  is  a 
breeze. 

I see  this  bom  wisdom  especially  when  she  is  in  trouble.  The  other  day,  Isis  and 
her  sisters  Aremiz  and  Willamena  were  sitting  quietly  on  the  couch  watching  a movie  in 
the  family  room.  Every  once  in  awhile  I could  hear  one  of  them  laugh  and  giggle  at 
something  funny  that  had  happened  in  the  movie.  Suddenly  I heard  Isis  telling  one  of  the 
others  to  move.  Apparently,  Aremiz  had  decided  to  stretch  her  legs  out  into  Isis’s  spot 
and  Isis  wasn’t  having  that.  I heard  a THUMP!  As  I suspected,  Aremiz  had  hit  the  floor.  I 
ran  into  the  family  room  and  told  Isis  she  can  go  ahead  to  her  room  by  herself  for  pushing 
her  sister  to  the  floor.  She  had  the  oddest  look  on  her  face.  If  I could  have  read  her  mind, 
she  would  love  to  have  told  me  that  I had  no  business  trying  to  punish  her  and  who  did  I 
think  I was  talking  to,  anyway.  So,  just  for  seeing  that  thought  cross  her  mind,  I added 
that  she  could  clean  her  room  while  she  was  up  there  thinking  about  the  fact  that  she 
shouldn’t  push  her  sister.  Isis  rolled  her  eyes  at  me  and  went  upstairs. 

One  of  the  things  I love  the  most  about  her  is  her  love,  like  a mother’s,  that  is  so 
unconditional.  There  are  enough  days  when  I get  out  of  work  and  all  I want  to  do  is  relax. 
That’s  just  not  possible  when  you  are  a mother  who  works  and  still  has  a house  to  clean, 
dinner  to  cook  and  children  to  bathe. . .EVERY  DAY.  When  I’ve  had  a bad  day  on  top  of 
all  that,  forget  it,  I’m  no  more  good.  Usually,  Isis  can  see  this.  She  will  approach  me  and 
tell  me  how  much  she  loves  me,  and  how  I’m  “the  best  mother  in  the  whole,  wide  world.” 
Her  words  ground  me,  and  I remember  why  I work  so  hard  in  the  first  place. 

There  are  plenty  of  qualities  she  has  that  people  truly  appreciate.  She  is  genuinely 
caring  and  helpful  to  those  around  her.  Isis  started  kindergarten  this  year  at  public  school. 
She  was  so  excited  for  her  first  day  that  she  could  hardly  sleep  the  night  before.  She  had 
so  many  questions  about  what  it  was  going  to  be  like,  and  whether  or  not  she  would  get 
to  ride  the  big  kids’  bus,  and  whether  she  would  get  to  meet  a bunch  of  new  friends.  I 
said  to  her,  “Isis,  you’re  going  to  have  more  friends  than  you  can  count,  and  you’ll  get  to 
read  and  do  a ton  of  big  kids’  stuff.”  She  realized  after  the  first  week  of  school  that  I was 
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right.  When  I brought  her  to  the  breakfast  table  the  following  Monday,  she  had  a chorus 
of  friends  that  were  calling  her  to  sit  with  them.  A few  of  the  little  girls  came  up  to  her 
and  said,  “Hi,”  and  Isis  gave  them  all  big  hugs.  Her  teacher  had  made  her  way  over  to  us 
and  complimented  her  for  helping  out  the  other  children  in  class,  and  handing  out  papers 
for  her.  Once  her  teacher  walked  away,  Isis  looked  at  me  with  such  a grown  up 
expression,  patted  me  on  the  shoulder  and  told  me  with  such  wisdom,  “See... I get  it  from 
you  because  you’ve  done  such  a good  job  with  me.”  All  we  could  do  was  just  smile  at 
each  other. 

Isis  amazes  me  every  day.  She  is  a beautiful  and  compassionate  person  with 
wisdom  before  her  time.  She  appreciates  all  the  little  things  when  most  people  don’t.  I 
see  her  great  spirit  and  wonder  why  people  steer  away  from  that  true  self  when  they  get 
older.  Because  of  Isis  and  my  other  children,  I want  to  hold  on  to  the  little  things,  too.  We 
all  should  see  life  through  the  eyes  of  our  children,  and  take  it  one  day  at  a time. 
Remember,  those  things  are  the  things  that  no  money  could  ever  buy. 


Lisa  McGinness  lives  in  Lawrence  and  enjoys  watching  movies  with  her  family.  Before 
taking  Caroline  Anderberg  ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  spring  of 2005  she  “felt 
comfortable  with  the  ideas,  but  had  no  clue  what  order  to  put  them  in.  ” Now  that  she  has 
taken  the  course,  she  says,  “I feel  like  there  is  a paragraph  for  each  of  my  ideas.  ” 
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The  Chosen  Few 
by  Kathleen  Purple 

My  brother  Stephen  was  in  an  accident  when  he  was  ten  years  old.  He  was 
crossing  the  street  we  live  on,  on  his  way  to  a friend’s  house  nearby,  when  a truck  hit 
him.  I was  in  my  room  when  I heard  the  squealing  tires  that  were  stopping  too  late.  As 
soon  as  I knew  that  Stephen  had  been  involved  in  the  accident,  I immediately  went 
outside;  I did  not  bother  to  wear  anything  on  my  feet  or  put  on  a jacket  to  guard  against 
the  chill  of  December.  Police  cars  were  grouped  in  front  of  our  house  and  Stephen  was  on 
a stretcher  being  placed  into  an  ambulance.  I cried  and  let  myself  collapse  on  the 
sidewalk.  I could  not  help  thinking  the  worst,  that  he  could  be  dying  or  dead  already.  It 
was  at  that  moment  that  I first  realized  how  much  I love  my  brother. 

Stephen  survived  with  broken  front  teeth,  a split  lip,  and  a mangled  leg.  The 
accident  occurred  only  two  days  before  Christmas,  so  we  put  off  celebrating  until  he 
came  home  in  January.  Photographs  we  took  show  Stephen  holding  presents  up  and 
smiling,  his  teeth  still  jagged.  He  was  simultaneously  frail  and  vibrant.  The  nurses  told  us 
that  he  was  an  extraordinary  little  boy;  he  rarely  cried  or  complained  during  his  stay  at 
the  hospital.  At  ten  years  of  age,  Stephen  was  braver  and  more  resilient  than  I have  ever 
been. 

Seven  years  later,  I do  not  see  an  injured  boy  when  I look  at  him.  He  looks  like  a 
person,  not  a victim.  He  is  tall  and  lean,  and  like  each  of  his  brothers  and  sisters,  he  has 
straight  dirty-blonde  hair.  Sometimes  he  shakes  his  bangs  out  of  his  long  lashes  and  blue- 
green  eyes.  When  he  smiles  his  eyes  crinkle  in  the  comers  and  dimples  mark  his  cheeks. 
His  fair  skin  tans  several  shades  deeper  in  the  summer.  He  is  outside  so  often,  either  with 
his  friends  or  playing  soccer,  that  I worry  he  will  get  a sunburn.  I tell  him  to  put  on  some 
sunblock,  but  he  does  not  often  take  my  advice  to  do  so. 

There  are  times  when  he  does  listen  to  me,  however.  When  he  created  a schedule 
for  his  year  as  a freshman  in  high  school,  he  did  not  sign  up  for  chorus,  unlike  in  middle 
school.  Once  I found  out,  I asked  him  about  it.  “Why  aren’t  you  going  to  be  in  chorus?” 

“I  didn’t  think  I was  good  enough  to  be  in  it,”  he  admitted. 

“What  are  you  talking  about?  What  made  you  think  that?” 

“Well,  when  I sing  at  home  you  make  jokes  that  I sound  bad.” 

“Oh  Stephen,  you  know  I didn’t  mean  it.  You’re  really  a good  singer.” 

Before  that  incident,  I never  knew  how  much  influence  I had  over  his  decisions 
and  self-esteem. 

Fortunately,  I convinced  Stephen  and  he  was  able  to  change  his  schedule  to 
include  chorus.  Also,  he  auditioned  for  the  high  school’s  exclusive  choral  group  called 
The  Chosen  Few.  When  he  told  me  that  he  was  accepted,  I was  so  happy  that  I hugged 
him.  At  his  first  high  school  concert,  my  eyes  teared  up  as  he  contributed  his  bass  singing 
voice  to  dulcet  songs.  During  intermission,  a girl  I recognized  saw  me  dabbing  my  eyes 
with  a tissue.  “I  got  emotional  seeing  Stephen  singing,”  I explained. 

“A www,  that  is  so  sweet.  I love  Stephen!” 

“Me  too,”  I said  with  a proud  smile.  “I’m  really  lucky  that  he’s  my  brother;  he’s 
such  a great  guy.” 

It  is  hard  to  find  someone  who  does  not  like  Stephen.  He  is  amiable,  considerate, 
and  clever.  His  wit  and  outgoing  personality  make  it  easy  for  him  to  make  new  friends, 


which  he  loves  to  do.  When  we  were  both  children,  I did  not  get  along  with  him,  but  over 
time  we  bonded.  Now  when  our  mom  tells  us  to  be  nice  to  each  other  while  she  is  away 
for  a couple  of  hours,  it  is  redundant  and  laughable. 

Stephen  and  I frequently  amuse  each  other  with  quotes  from  our  favorite  movies 
and  television  shows,  like  when  I ask  him  his  opinion  on  what  to  have  for  supper.  “Hey 
Stephen,  do  you  want  me  to  cook  steak  for  dinner?” 

He  always  replies  with  a specific  quote  from  The  Simpsons,  “Steak?  Money  is  too 
tight  for  steak.” 

Although  that  example  may  not  make  sense  to  other  people,  to  me  it  epitomizes 
my  closeness  to  Stephen  and  our  similar  sense  of  humor.  Even  if  no  one  else  gets  it,  we 
continue  to  pepper  our  conversations  with  ludicrous  quotes.  It  is  like  sharing  a language 
that  only  the  two  of  us  understand. 

As  well  as  being  Stephen’s  friend,  I am  a secondary  mother  to  him.  I make  him 
dinner  when  he  does  not  want  to  make  it  himself.  When  he  was  preparing  for  his  first 
prom,  I counseled  him  on  what  kind  of  suit  and  flowers  to  get.  In  the  event  that  he  asks 
for  help  on  an  essay  that  needs  editing,  I go  over  it  with  him.  If  his  clothes  need  to  be 
wrinkle-free  for  a special  occasion,  I do  the  careful  ironing. 

Last  year  he  was  a minor  character  in  the  high  school’s  musical  production  of 
Grease.  I took  on  the  responsibility  of  ironing  his  costumes.  His  constant  dress  rehearsals 
and  show  nights  demanded  that  I iron  his  clothes  every  night  for  a week.  I temporarily 
moved  bunches  of  clothes  from  my  closet  so  that  his  freshly  pressed  outfits  could  be 
stored  in  there  without  the  risk  of  getting  creased.  Although  I cannot  say  that  I did  not 
grumble  about  the  time  and  labor  it  required  to  care  for  his  costumes,  it  was  all  worth  it  to 
see  my  brother  perform  onstage.  It  made  me  grin  to  see  him  singing  and  pumping  his  fist 
in  the  air  during  the  song  “Greased  Lightning.” 

His  kindness  to  me  is  equal  to  the  way  I treat  him,  and  we  appreciate  each  other’s 
efforts.  When  I get  ready  to  make  spaghetti  and  I cannot  remember  how  many  cups  are  in 
a quart,  no  matter  how  many  times  I have  asked  him  in  the  past,  he  reminds  me  again.  I 
can  run  to  him  to  dispose  of  frightening  insects  that  approach  me.  When  he  is  about  to 
leave  for  a store,  he  checks  if  I want  to  go  out  or  if  I want  him  to  pick  something  up  for 
me  there.  I can  depend  on  him  to  help  make  family  gatherings  entertaining;  at  my 
cousin’s  wedding,  we  played  card  games  and  pretended  we  were  surreptitiously  drinking 
alcohol  out  of  teacups.  If  Stephen  sees  me  upset,  he  becomes  concerned  and  asks  if  I am 
okay.  He  has  a natural  ability  to  make  life  better. 

I cannot  imagine  what  life  would  be  like  if  Stephen  had  not  remained  in  this 
world  after  the  accident.  I have  a rare  connection  with  him  that  is  usually  only  found  in  a 
small  select  amount  of  people  over  the  course  of  a lifetime.  You  cannot  choose  your 
family,  but  you  can  choose  your  friends.  One  of  my  chosen  few  is  Stephen. 


Kathleen  Purple  took  Mary  O ’Neil ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  fall  of 2004  and  feels 
more  confident  about  her  writing  now  that  she ’s  completed  the  course.  She  hopes  to  one 
day  be  a teacher  and  enjoys  singing. 
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A Sad  Day  for  the  Neighborhood  Menace 
by  Oscar  Frias 

It  was  a hot  summer  day  in  Queens,  NY.  It  was  one  of  those  days  when  the  sun  is 
out  all  day,  melting  the  asphalt.  I was  at  my  friend  Eddie’s  house  watching  the  World 
Cup  of  1998.  My  next-door  neighbor  Abraham  was  also  watching  the  game.  His  country, 
Mexico,  was  winning  so  far.  Soccer  is  Abraham’s  life,  so  we  had  to  support  his  team  that 
day,  and  no  one  wanted  to  be  outside  in  the  heat  anyways. 

“Who  you  think  is  going  to  win?”  Eddie  asked. 

“I  think  Mexico  is  going  to  win.  They  have  a good  team,”  I said. 

“Yeah,  yeah,  yeah.  Why  does  Mexico  always  have  to  win?”  Eddie  asked. 

“I  don’t  know.  Don’t  lie.  You  know  they’re  good,”  I said  with  such  a fury  as  if  I 
was  a long-time  fan  defending  my  team.  I was  just  simply  cheering  for  the  winning  team. 
After  all  that  ranting  about  Mexico’s  soccer  team,  I decided  to  look  out  the  window. 

I saw  Willy,  a kid  I know.  He  was  out  in  the  street  dragging  his  heavy  body,  and 
limping  as  always.  He  was  playing  tag  with  his  friend  Pablo.  Willy  lived  across  the  street 
from  my  house  in  Queens.  He  always  spent  all  his  time  out  in  the  streets.  He  was  nine 
years  old  and  was  the  obnoxious  brat  of  the  bunch.  He  was  always  teased  and  kept  away 
from  us  because  he  was  a troublemaker.  He  was  the  youngest  kid  of  all  of  us,  but  had  a 
very  fresh  and  smart  mouth.  He  would  always  wear  the  same  dirty  clothes.  He  would 
dirty  them  the  minute  he  stepped  out  of  his  house.  His  sneakers  were  originally  white, 
and  one  of  his  shoelaces  was  lost.  Willy  was  lazy  and  a troubled  kid. 

The  older  kids  would  always  tell  him,  “Willy,  go  home.”  That’s  something  that 
became  a habit.  “Willy,  go  home,”  was  our  way  of  saying  “hello.”  He  always  got  upset 
and  replied  with  a dirty  word.  He  never  had  any  respect  towards  others,  so  we  never  gave 
him  any  respect  in  return.  Since  Willy  lived  with  his  overworked  grandmother,  he  got 
away  with  everything.  She  never  had  enough  time  for  him  because  she  was  always  busy 
doing  her  house  chores.  Willy  had  very  little  parental  attention  while  he  was  growing  up, 
so  he  rebelled  to  get  attention.  I remember  when  my  attitude  towards  Willy  changed. 

The  street  where  I lived  was  quiet  most  of  the  time.  We  would  always  play  out 
there.  It  was  our  courtyard,  our  soccer  and  football  field.  I remember  rollerblading  with 
all  my  friends  one  evening.  We  would  play  tag  with  our  rollerblades  on  and  hide  behind 
cars.  Since  I lived  near  LaGuardia  Airport,  the  street  was  also  used  as  a rest  area  for 
private  taxicabs.  During  off  peak  hours,  drivers  would  take  naps  in  their  cabs  while  we 
played. 

That  day  we  were  all  indoors.  We  spent  all  day  enjoying  the  cool  ventilation  from 
the  air  conditioner.  The  only  excuse  for  not  being  outside  that  day  was  the  game.  It  was 
very  odd  for  us  to  be  indoors.  But  Willy  and  Pablo  were  the  only  ones  enjoying  the  hot 
weather  that  day.  I felt  as  if  I knew  something  terrible  was  approaching. 

The  last  game  of  the  World  Cup  neared  its  end.  I jumped  off  the  couch  to  take 
another  look  outside  the  window.  I couldn’t  help  hearing  Willy’s  loud  voice  become  part 
of  the  euphoric  sound  of  the  soccer  game  crowd  on  the  television.  As  always,  my  friend 
Eddie  and  I started  to  tease  Willy  and  shouted  out  almost  simultaneously,  “Willy,  go 
home.” 

I then  said,  “Willy,  can  you  please  shut  up?  We’re  trying  to  watch  the  game  here.” 
Willy  was  on  my  side  of  the  street,  getting  ready  to  cross  to  the  other  side. 
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“Shut  up!  Leave  me  alone,”  he  said  angrily  and  whining.  Those  were  the  last 
angry  words  I heard  from  Willy  that  day. 

As  I turned  away  from  the  window,  I felt  a cold  draft  in  my  chest.  At  that 
moment,  I thought  about  how  I always  nagged  him  about  the  streets  not  being  the  safest 
place  for  him,  but  he  never  listened  to  me.  My  thought  was  interrupted  by  a pounding 
thrust  sound  and  a loud  squeak.  It  was  the  sound  of  a flexible  hollow  aluminum  object 
smashing  into  a sack  of  potatoes.  I ran  quickly  to  the  window.  I was  just  a few  feet  away 
and  witnessing  one  of  the  things  I feared  the  most  in  my  life. 

I saw  Willy  being  flung  into  the  air  like  he  was  made  out  of  cardboard.  The 
impact  was  so  intense  that  he  somersaulted  several  times  in  the  air.  Willy  landed  on  his 
knee,  instantly  breaking  it.  He  was  lying  flat  on  his  stomach,  just  a few  feet  away  from 
the  taxicab  that  struck  him.  I was  frozen  and  paralyzed.  Everything  felt  slower  and  the 
heat  was  intensified  as  if  the  sun  poked  right  through  the  air  conditioner  vents.  The  only 
thing  I was  able  to  do  was  watch  Willy  fly  across  the  black  pavement. 

It  took  me  more  than  a minute  to  realize  what  had  happened.  After  that,  I 
immediately  ran  outside  to  help  Willy.  I was  in  a state  of  shock.  At  that  moment  I 
realized  that  all  the  time  I urged  him  to  stay  out  of  the  streets  was  because  I really  cared 
for  him.  I never  wanted  to  see  him  the  way  I did,  pleading  for  his  mother  and  crying  in 
pain. 

What  puzzled  me  was  seeing  Willy  for  the  first  time  become  so  fragile.  I could 
tell  Willy  was  frightened.  Willy  shook  intensely  as  he  lay  on  the  pavement.  His  face  was 
covered  with  sweat.  His  rosy  cheeks  disappeared  as  his  skin  paled.  I wondered  how  a kid 
that  wasn’t  afraid  of  anything  can  become  so  scared. 

My  eyes  started  to  tear.  I bent  down  to  get  closer  to  him.  “Willy,  everything  is 
going  to  be  fine,”  I said. 

“It  hurts,  it  hurts,  it  hurts,”  he  said  crying. 

“We’re  going  to  get  the  ambulance.  Try  not  to  move,”  I said  agonizing  inside.  I 
then  kept  saying  to  myself,  “Oh  my  God,  oh  my  God,  I can’t  believe  this  is  happening.” 

I thought  I was  the  only  one  there.  I looked  up  and  saw  all  my  neighbors’  faces  at 
the  same  time.  It  was  surreal,  like  a bad  dream.  I was  surprised  to  see  so  many  people 
gather  around  in  such  a small  amount  of  time.  Everyone  held  a hand.  We  cried  along  with 
him.  We  were  so  scared  for  Willy.  Parents  held  their  kids  tight.  Some  parents  took  their 
kids  home  to  avoid  them  watching  Willy  suffer  that  way.  My  mom  yelled  out  my  name 
from  her  window,  begging  me  to  come  home.  Just  like  all  the  parents  that  day,  she  just 
wanted  to  know  if  I was  safe. 

My  friend  Jeremin  and  her  sister  Eva  were  amongst  the  crowd  of  people.  Eva  was 
crying  with  such  pain  that  it  made  me  cry  more. 

“Did  you  see  what  happened?”  Eva  said,  placing  her  hand  on  her  forehead. 

“Yeah  I saw  everything,”  I said. 

“I  was  looking  out  the  window  when  it  happened,”  Jeremin  said. 

“Me  too,”  I said.  “It  was  awful.” 

When  the  cops  arrived,  I was  the  only  one  to  testify.  I was  the  only  one  that 
witnessed  everything. 

“Is  there  anyone  here  that  witnessed  the  accident?”  the  cop  asked. 

“I  did,”  I told  him. 

“Did  you  see  the  car  that  hit  him?”  he  asked. 
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“Yes  I did,”  I said. 

After  detailing  the  taxicab  and  Willy’s  position  before  the  impact,  the  cop  said  to 
me,  “Thank  you  kid.  This  is  going  to  be  very  helpful.” 

I felt  very  out  of  reach.  I never  had  to  testify  for  a cop,  nor  witnessed  an  accident 
in  my  life.  Sometimes  I feel  like  it  was  my  fault  that  Willy  suffered  that  accident.  I felt 
that  I distracted  him  while  he  crossed  the  street  that  day.  Accidents  are  extraordinarily 
frightful. 

I learned  so  much  that  day.  Accidents  can  happen  at  any  time  in  our  lives.  The 
worst  accidents  are  those  that  involve  children.  Willy  learned  a lesson  from  this  horrible 
accident.  His  lesson  was  to  understand  that  we  all  cared  for  him  and  when  we  nagged 
him,  it  was  for  his  own  good.  I learned  from  Willy’s  accident  too.  I learned  to  be  more 
careful  when  I cross  the  streets.  I also  learned  that  the  best  way  to  talk  to  a troubled  kid  is 
with  patience  and  love.  That’s  the  day  we  all  learned  how  much  we  cared  about  the 
biggest  troublemaker  in  our  neighborhood. 


Oscar  Frias,  24,  is  a graphic  design  student  who  lives  in  Lawrence,  MA.  His  interests 
include  music,  writing,  photography,  and  film.  Oscar  says  that  Mary  O ’Neil ’s  Basic 
Writing  class  “ ...showed  me  that  brainstorming  and  revising  over  and  over  again  makes 
a paper  better.  ” 
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My  Baby  Boy 
by  Andrea  LeBlanc 

On  October  18,  1997  Steven  and  I became  new  parents  to  a beautiful  baby  boy 
named  Austin.  He  was  two  weeks  overdue  and  it  was  a long  hard  labor.  But  when  I saw 
him  for  the  first  time  I knew  my  life  had  changed  forever.  He  had  beautiful  blue  eyes  that 
melted  my  heart  as  soon  as  he  looked  at  me.  I felt  very  ready  and  excited  to  be  a new 
mom.  I was  in  love  with  this  small  wonderful  child,  a love  that  cannot  be  explained. 
Nothing  else  mattered  in  life  except  this  little  person  I had  brought  into  this  world.  Little 
did  I know  that  being  a new  parent  would  be  so  hard. 

It  was  a very  cold  winter  day  in  January  1998.  Austin  was  almost  three  months 
old  and  was  not  acting  right,  so  I called  my  mom.  Ever  since  I had  Austin  I called  her  for 
advice.  She  was  a nurse  at  one  time  and  she  had  twelve  children  of  her  own. 

I called  my  mom  and  said,  “Mom,  Austin  doesn’t  look  right  and  he  feels  warm.” 

“Have  you  taken  his  temperature  yet?”  my  mom  said. 

“No,  I haven’t  yet.  I don’t  know  how,”  I told  her. 

She  asked  me  if  I had  a thermometer.  I told  her  I did.  Then  she  explained  to  me 
how  to  take  his  temperature.  While  I was  on  the  phone  I took  it. 

I said,  “It’s  one  hundred  and  one.” 

“You  should  call  your  doctor.  Austin  may  need  some  medicine,”  my  mom  said. 

I called  the  doctor’s  office  and  spoke  to  one  of  the  nurses.  I explained  how  old 
Austin  was  and  what  his  temperature  was.  She  told  me  to  give  him  some  Tylenol  and  if 
his  temperature  got  any  higher  to  call  back.  I called  Steven  at  work  a little  worried. 

“Austin  has  a temperature  of  one  hundred  and  one.  I called  the  doctor  and  I gave 
him  some  Tylenol.  He  doesn’t  look  very  good,”  I told  Steven. 

“I  will  see  if  I can  get  out  of  work  a little  early  so  I can  help  you,”  Steven  said. 

Steven  came  home  and  Austin  still  was  the  same.  I took  his  temperature  one  more 
time  before  we  went  to  bed.  It  was  the  same.  I nursed  him,  put  him  in  his  warm  blue 
pajamas  with  the  feet  and  put  him  in  his  crib.  He  would  be  up  in  a few  hours  to  eat;  I 
would  take  his  temperature  then. 

I got  up  around  1 1 :30  pm  to  nurse  Austin.  I felt  his  head.  He  was  burning  up.  I 
quickly  took  his  temperature  again.  It  was  up  to  one  hundred  and  three.  I woke  Steven  up. 

“Call  the  doctor’s  office,”  I told  Steven. 

Steven  called  and  spoke  to  the  answering  service.  They  told  him  that  the  doctor 
would  call  us  back.  When  the  doctor  called  back  I spoke  to  him  and  explained  everything 
to  him.  He  told  me  that  we  should  take  him  to  the  emergency  room  at  the  Holy  Family 
Hospital.  That  made  me  really  scared. 
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Steven  and  I dressed  in  a hurry  and  drove  to  the  hospital.  We  were  taken  quickly 
into  a cold,  sterile  room.  A doctor  and  a nurse  came  in  who  we  had  never  met.  The  nurse 
took  Austin  out  of  my  arms  and  put  him  on  the  table.  The  doctor  looked  him  over  and 
explained  to  Steven  and  I that  they  were  going  to  have  to  take  some  tests.  When  they  see 
little  babies  with  such  high  fevers  they  have  to  check  for  meningitis.  They  had  to  take 
blood,  do  a spinal  tap  and  catheterize  him.  That  is  not  what  you  want  to  hear  as  a first- 
time mom.  My  heart  sank  into  my  stomach;  I felt  like  I had  lost  total  control  of  my  life. 

In  my  mind  Austin  just  had  a fever.  I thought  they  would  just  give  us  a prescription  and 
send  us  back  home.  I knew  that  they  were  concerned  for  his  health,  as  was  I.  But  did  they 
have  to  do  all  these  tests  for  a fever? 

Austin  was  crying  so  much  and  holding  his  arms  out  for  me.  All  these  strangers 
were  touching  him.  They  wouldn’t  let  me  comfort  him.  Just  as  I had  accepted  the  fact  that 
they  would  take  these  tests  they  told  me  that  we  would  have  to  wait  in  the  waiting  room.  I 
had  to  leave  my  baby  with  strangers.  I had  never  left  his  side  his  whole  life  and  they 
wanted  me  to  wait  in  the  waiting  room.  I lost  it.  The  tears  came  flooding  down  my  face.  I 
felt  like  the  worst  mother  in  the  world. 

I said  to  Steven,  “I  just  want  to  grab  him  and  take  him  home.  I don’t  want  to  put 
him  through  this.” 

Steven  grabbed  my  hand  and  said,  “It’s  going  to  be  okay.  They  know  what  they 
are  doing  and  they  will  take  good  care  of  him.” 

Sitting  in  the  waiting  room  I realized  something.  This  is  what  being  a parent  is  all 
about.  I am  responsible  for  this  little  person.  I have  to  keep  him  safe  and  healthy.  That  is 
my  new  job.  Even  though  I could  hear  him  crying  and  screaming  for  me  in  the  waiting 
room,  I knew  that  I had  to  be  strong.  It  is  hard  to  see  your  children  sick  or  hurt,  but  you 
have  to  do  what  is  best  for  them  without  letting  your  emotions  get  in  the  way.  When  it 
comes  down  to  it,  as  a parent  you  are  going  to  have  to  make  very  hard  decisions  for  your 
children  throughout  their  lives. 

Finally  the  nurse  came  out  into  the  waiting  room. 

She  said,  “You  can  go  see  your  son  now.” 

I ran  to  the  room.  Austin  looked  so  tired;  his  eyes  were  red  and  his  face  was  wet 
with  tears.  It  felt  so  good  to  hold  him  in  my  arms  and  comfort  him. 

The  doctors  wanted  to  keep  Austin  overnight  while  they  finished  the  tests  and  to 
watch  him.  They  let  Steven  and  I spend  the  night,  too.  As  soon  as  I could  I tried  to  nurse 
him.  The  nurse  told  me  to  try  to  nurse  as  much  as  I could.  He  needed  fluids.  I tried  but  he 
was  exhausted,  and  I couldn’t  blame  him.  He  went  through  a lot. 

I remember  lying  in  the  hospital  bed  with  Austin  sleeping  on  my  chest  and  just 
listening  to  him  breathe.  When  the  nurse  came  in  to  take  his  temperature,  I insisted  on 
doing  it.  I don’t  think  Steven  and  I slept  all  night.  We  were  so  worried  and  just  wanted  to 
know  what  the  tests  showed. 

When  the  morning  came  the  nurse  and  the  doctor  came  to  talk  to  us.  The  doctor 
told  us  that  Austin  just  had  a virus  and  gave  us  a prescription.  Austin  went  through  all 
that  last  night  and  he  just  had  a virus.  I was  very  upset  and  relieved  at  the  same  time.  The 
night  had  been  very  stressful  and  emotional. 

Finally  we  got  to  go  home.  Steven  and  I were  so  tired.  We  put  Austin  in  between 
us  in  our  bed  and  tried  to  get  some  sleep.  I just  laid  there  and  looked  at  my  son.  He  was 
so  small  and  so  helpless.  I kept  thinking  about  what  he  just  went  through.  What  if  I had 
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decided  to  keep  him  home  and  he  ended  up  really  sick?  I don’t  think  I could  live  with 
myself  if  anything  ever  happened  to  him.  When  you  are  a parent  you  have  to  do  what  is 
best  for  your  children,  and  sometimes  you  have  to  put  your  emotions  aside  and  make  very 
hard  decisions  on  their  behalf.  Today  I am  still  learning  how  to  be  the  best  parent  I can  be 
for  my  children. 


Andrea  LeBlanc,  30,  lives  in  Methuen  with  her  husband,  Steven,  and  her  two  children, 
Austin  and  Emma.  She  is  currently  an  aerobics  instructor,  but  she  is  studying  to  be  a 
pediatric  nurse.  Before  her  Basic  Writing  course  with  Jeri  Bayer,  Andrea  did  not  enjoy 
writing.  Now  she  says,  “I  really  enjoy  putting  my  thoughts  and  feelings  down  onto  paper 
and  seeing  the  results.  ” 


18 


The  Memory  That  Would  Last  a Lifetime 
by  Geneva  Valentin 

The  night  before  my  son-in-law  Tommy  had  to  leave  his  home  for  a period  of 
eighteen  months  to  two  years  because  he  was  called  to  active  duty,  I felt  so  much  tension 
and  frustration.  At  times,  I felt  angry  that  we  were  put  in  this  situation  without  being 
asked  for  our  opinion.  It  felt  like  we  were  not  part  of  our  son-in-law’s  life. 

Tommy’s  brothers  and  friends  came  to  the  house  to  spend  time  with  him  before 
he  had  to  depart.  Family  members  came  by  the  house  to  say  goodbye  and  to  wish  Tommy 
good  luck  in  his  journey.  That  same  night,  my  mom  called  the  house  to  speak  to  Tommy. 
She  stated  that  she  was  very  sad  and  upset  and  was  crying  because  Tommy  had  to  leave 
her  granddaughter.  Through  the  whole  thing,  I was  quiet  without  saying  a word  unable  to 
express  what  I was  feeling  inside.  It  was  time  to  go  to  bed  and  Belinda  and  Tommy  were 
still  packing  his  personal  belongings  that  he  needed  to  take  with  him. 

The  night  came  and  everyone  went  to  sleep.  My  heart  started  to  beat  fast  as  I lay 
down  to  sleep.  I became  sleepless  just  thinking,  “This  is  it.  Tommy  is  actually  leaving  us 
and  we  cannot  stop  it  from  happening  regardless  of  what  we  do.”  I kept  on  watching  the 
clock  as  time  passed  by  and  my  heart  continued  to  beat  like  crazy.  I felt  like  I was  going 
to  get  an  attack  because  I couldn’t  control  this  situation.  As  the  clock’s  long  hand  reached 
the  twelve  and  short  hand  on  the  six  striking  6:00  am  on  Tuesday  morning,  I realized  that 
it  was  not  a joke  or  a dream.  It  was  a real  thing;  in  fact  it  was  our  family  lending  one  of 
our  children  to  the  United  States  of  America  to  train  him  to  the  best  of  their  knowledge  to 
go  to  Iraq. 

My  husband  woke  up  before  everyone  else  and  said  goodbye  to  Tommy.  They 
both  said  I love  you  to  each  other.  Ike  could  not  take  the  pressure  and  left  the  house 
earlier  than  usual,  feeling  very  sad  that  he  was  not  able  to  accompany  him  to  the  base 
because  his  job  would  not  allow  him  to  take  time  off. 

I then  woke  up  and  took  a shower  feeling  numb  and  sick  to  my  stomach.  I was 
also  speechless,  without  knowing  what  to  say  to  comfort  one  another.  All  I knew  to  do 
was  cry  and  ask  God,  “Why  Tommy,  why?” 

I woke  up  my  youngest  daughter,  Jocelyn,  got  her  ready  for  school  and  told  her  to 
give  Tommy  a hug  and  kiss.  She  hugged  him  tightly  without  knowing  what  was 
happening.  I then  put  her  in  the  car  and  on  the  way  to  her  school  I explained  that  Tommy 
had  to  leave  for  a very  long  time.  She  said,  “He  will  be  back  in  ten  days.” 

I then  said,  “No  baby  Tommy  is  not  coming  until  two  of  your  birthdays  pass  by.” 

She  then  said,  “I  do  not  want  to  talk  about  it.”  I left  it  like  that  so  she  would  not 
get  upset  before  going  to  school.  I talked  to  the  teacher  about  the  situation  that  we  were 
going  through  in  our  house  with  Tommy  leaving  to  Iraq. 

She  said,  “I  will  keep  an  eye  on  Jocelyn.” 

I then  dropped  Jocelyn  off  and  left  the  school  and  went  back  to  the  house  to  pick 
up  Tommy,  Belinda,  Rosa  and  Abdi,  my  second  to  oldest  daughter’s  boyfriend. 

We  left  the  house  at  about  8:40  am  and  stopped  at  Dunkin’  Donuts  to  buy  coffee. 
Abdi,  my  son-in-law,  was  driving  so  slow,  trying  to  delay  the  journey  that  was  hurting  all 
of  us  deeply  inside. 

Finally  we  got  to  the  base  and  the  soldiers  were  waiting  outside  a brick  building.  I 
got  off  the  car  and  grabbed  a letter  and  a good  luck  charm  from  my  pocketbook  and 
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headed  towards  the  back  of  my  car  where  Tommy  was  standing.  I handed  him  the  good 
luck  charm  that  said  I Love  You,  and  I explained  to  him  what  it  meant  to  me  and  why  I 
wanted  him  to  have  it.  I told  him  that  whenever  he  felt  lonely,  sad,  or  homesick  to  hold 
the  charm  against  his  heart  and  he  will  feel  us  close  to  him  and  always  to  remember  how 
much  we  love  him.  He  then  hugged  me  and  kissed  me  and  told  me  to  take  care  of  his 
wife.  I just  kept  thinking  as  Tommy  was  hugging  me,  “What  now?  What  are  we  going  to 
do  without  Tommy  for  two  years?  Who’s  going  to  make  us  laugh?  Who’s  going  to  listen 
to  us  when  we  need  to  talk?  Who’s  going  to  be  a big  brother  to  the  girls?”  I had  no 
answers  to  my  questions;  I just  had  a broken  heart  tom  into  many  pieces.  I had  no  clue 
how  to  get  myself  together  again  without  making  my  girls  suffer  more  than  they  already 
had  suffered.  He  then  said  goodbye  to  Rosa  and  finally  he  said  goodbye  to  his  wife 
leaving  her  with  tears  in  her  eyes  and  feeling  sad. 

Abdi  then  grabbed  Tommy’s  bags  to  help  him  but  the  soldiers  told  him  they 
would  take  it  from  there.  Abdi  and  Tommy  headed  towards  the  building  saying  goodbye 
with  a hug  and  a handshake.  He  went  inside  the  building  without  looking  back.  We  got 
in  the  car  once  again  and  headed  home. 

It  was  very  hard  to  leave  a loved  one  behind,  but  when  he  signed  himself  to  the 
military  we  knew  that  it  could  be  a possibility  for  him  to  be  deployed.  We  never  thought 
that  it  could  happen  to  us,  but  it  was  a chance  that  he  took  when  he  signed  those  papers 
and  we  seem  to  understand  it  now  that  he  is  away  in  training.  In  order  to  survive  this 
tragedy,  we  have  to  take  one  day  at  a time.  Our  family  will  pray  for  him  to  come  home 
safe.  I feel  totally  different  towards  the  army  now  that  I understand  how  much  the 
families  have  suffered  when  their  loved  ones  are  deployed  to  a place  where  their  lives  are 
in  jeopardy.  My  family  has  so  much  faith  in  God  that  we  know  that  Tommy  will  return 
home  where  he  belongs,  with  his  wife  and  family. 


Geneva  Valentin  took  Mike  Wilcomb ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  fall  of 2004. 
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GMS 

by  Dennis  Gendron 


For  the  past  five  or  so  years  of  my  life  I have  been  working  for  Gendron 
Mechanical,  my  family  business.  We  are  a small  company  out  of  Salem,  New  Hampshire. 
We  specialize  in  industrial  installation  of  paper  manufacturing  equipment.  This  means  we 
install  the  gigantic  machines  that  make  paper.  All  this  may  seem  kind  of  dull  or  even 
boring  to  you,  but  believe  me  there  is  nothing  boring  or  dull  about  it.  It  is  a very  high  risk 
work  atmosphere  in  which  anything  can  and  usually  does  happen.  Although  it  can  be 
dangerous  and  risky  at  times  I enjoy  the  job. 

This  business  was  created  by  my  dad  about  eight  or  so  years  ago.  He  was  always 
involved  with  the  paper  industry,  and  because  of  the  knowledge  he  possesses  about  it  we 
are  said  to  be  the  best  around.  We  are  popular  enough  that  we  have  worked  up  and  down 
the  east  coast  from  Maine  to  Georgia  and  from  New  Hampshire  all  the  way  to  Minnesota. 
There  is  never  a lack  of  work  for  us;  we  are  always  busy  with  more  than  we  can  handle. 

The  crew  we  have  working  for  us  is  made  up  of  six  guys,  ages  ranging  from  1 9- 
72.  They  are  a good  crew  because  they  are  all  in  decent  shape  and  know  how  to  work. 
They  are  definitely  not  the  kind  of  guys  you  want  to  be  meeting  in  an  alley  somewhere.  It 
is  tough  finding  guys  to  work  for  the  company  because  of  how  dangerous  the  job  can  be. 

I have  seen  injuries  as  minor  as  stitches  to  as  severe  as  missing  limbs.  You  almost  have  to 
have  a little  bit  of  faith  in  the  person  when  hiring  them.  You  need  to  feel  as  if  the  person 
has  a level  head  and  knows  how  to  take  care  of  himself  in  a bad  situation.  As  bad  as  it 
may  sound,  all  the  major  injuries  and  mishaps  come  from  people  that  do  not  think  and 
rush  to  get  things  accomplished.  This  is  the  kind  of  job  where  you  need  to  work  diligently 
while  maintaining  a good  sense  of  awareness  and  control. 

I get  along  very  well  with  all  of  my  co workers.  Even  though  at  times  their  jokes 
can  seem  harsh  and  cruel  I know  they  are  just  pulling  my  leg.  For  the  most  part  I never 
have  a problem  with  anyone  in  the  crew.  In  fact  I have  actually  made  a very  good  friend. 
It  is  important  to  get  along  well  with  your  coworkers  in  this  industry.  We  are  kind  of  like 
a family.  We  look  out  for  one  another  and  keep  each  other  safe  at  all  times.  I know  my 
father  will  agree  strongly  when  I say  we  have  a good  bunch  of  guys  working  for  us. 

You  are  most  likely  wondering  where  I fall  into  all  of  this.  Basically  I am  the 
boss’s  son;  I get  all  of  the  easy  tasks  so  I don’t  get  dirty  or  hurt.  Yeah,  right,  I wish.  If 
anything  I get  the  brunt  of  all  the  worst  work  there  is.  This  is  most  likely  because  my  dad 
knows  what  he  can  expect  out  of  me  and  what  my  capabilities  are,  not  to  mention  I am 
his  son  and  he  likes  to  make  sure  everyone  knows  I am  not  babied.  I am  probably  one  of 
the  youngest  contractors  that  do  what  I do  in  this  industry.  That  is  simply  because  many 
kids  were  not  brought  up  around  it;  therefore,  they  don’t  have  the  mind  and  the  skills  to 
work  in  such  an  environment. 

As  far  as  responsibilities  go  I have  a lot  more  than  I can  handle  sometimes.  I 
consider  a responsibility  taking  out  a pulper  drive.  A pulper  drive  is  a massive  drive 
which  spins  paper  stock  to  recycle  paper.  Without  this  machine  recycled  paper  would  not 
be  able  to  be  made.  In  simple  terms  it  makes  the  batter  which  turns  to  paper.  A 
responsibility  is  as  simple  as  making  sure  all  the  tools  get  back  to  the  boxes.  Tools  are 
really  expensive  so  we  try  to  keep  track  of  what  we  have;  it  isn’t  always  possible  because 
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of  the  large  amount  we  can  be  using  on  one  job.  My  favorite  responsibility  would  have  to 
be  maintaining  the  machines  we  own.  I like  to  make  sure  the  forklifts,  bobcats,  scissor 
lifts,  and  generators  are  all  in  good  working  order.  It  isn’t  just  the  fact  I get  paid  to  do 
this.  It  is  the  feeling  I get  when  I know  something  is  going  to  work  and  perform  well  for 
us  the  next  day.  Maintaining  the  equipment  can  be  as  simple  as  changing  the  oil  or  as 
complex  as  putting  in  a new  fuel  pump.  I spend  most  of  my  time  maintaining  equipment 
right  before  we  go  into  shutdowns. 

A shutdown  is  when  a paper  company  sets  a date  and  shuts  down  the  whole  mill 
so  machinery  can  either  be  replaced  or  maintained.  Shutdowns  are  without  a doubt  the 
worst  part  about  the  job.  I say  this  because  the  mill  needs  to  be  up  and  running  again  on 
the  date  specified  before  the  shutdown  begins.  You  know  what  that  means?  You  need  to 
w'ork  as  much  as  you  need  to  in  order  to  get  the  job  accomplished  by  the  deadline.  When 
the  long  hours  set  in  this  is  usually  when  the  “bad  things”  start  to  happen.  When  someone 
is  fatigued  they  usually  don’t  work  as  smart  as  they  should.  Instead  of  taking  their  time 
and  paying  attention  they  may  rush  and  not  use  their  head  in  order  to  get  done  quicker; 
that  usually  results  in  a severe  injury  or  a mistake  in  the  employee’s  work. 

I can  remember  one  time  the  company  was  working  a shutdown  in  Fitchburg, 

MA.  We  were  three  days  into  it  and  almost  finished  removing  the  old  machine  we  had 
been  assigned  to  take  out.  I was  tired  and  just  wanted  to  go  home,  but  there  was  no  way 
that  was  happening  until  the  machine  was  out.  To  make  a long  story  short  I was  on  the 
top  of  the  machine  taking  the  remaining  bolts  out.  I was  rushing  myself  because  I knew 
that  everyone  wanted  to  go  home.  With  one  bolt  left  I put  my  wrench  on  it  and  pulled. 

My  wrench  ended  up  slipping  and  I fell  off  of  the  top  of  the  machine.  Luckily  for  me  I 
only  fell  about  eight  feet  or  so  onto  my  back,  missing  a concrete  slab  that  was  only  about 
half  a foot  from  my  head.  Realizing  how  close  of  a call  that  was  I decided  that  I would 
not  rush  myself  anymore;  it’s  not  worth  the  risk  of  getting  hurt  to  finish  faster. 

Working  in  paper  mills  has  been  a large  part  of  my  life  since  I was  about  the  age 
of  14.  The  knowledge  I have  over  other  people  my  age  when  it  comes  to  tools  and 
machinery  is  amazing.  I owe  a whole  lot  of  this  to  the  experiences  I have  encountered 
working  for  my  father,  and  lots  else  to  myself  for  taking  that  extra  step  to  satisfy  myself. 

I am  not  satisfied  with  just  having  an  idea  about  something;  to  me  there  is  no  point.  So 
whenever  I learn  something  new  I make  sure  I fully  know  and  understand  it,  for  example, 
learning  to  use  a specific  tool  or  operate  a certain  machine.  From  starting  out  at  such  a 
young  age  I have  come  to  realize  what  it  takes  to  succeed  in  this  world.  Most  people 
think  to  succeed  you  need  to  be  the  biggest  and  have  the  best.  I know  different;  I know  all 
you  need  to  succeed  and  do  well  in  life  is  a good  work  ethic  and  put  a little  bit  of  pride 
into  the  work  you  do. 


Dennis  Gendron,  19,  lives  in  Salem,  NH,  and  is  majoring  in  business  at  NECC.  He  enjoys 
snowboarding,  going  to  the  gym,  welding,  and  hanging  out  with  friends.  Since  he  has 
taken  Basic  Writing  with  Harlan  Kroff,  Dennis  says,  “I feel  much  more  comfortable  with 
writing  after  all  the  practice  I have  gotten  from  this  course.  ” 
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Wood  Fired 
by  Carl  Williams 

As  a baker  at  The  Flatbread  Company,  an  organic  pizza  restaurant,  I am 
motivated  by  the  feeling  that  everybody  is  looking  at  me  and  smiling.  The  wood-fired 
oven  is  the  center  of  attention  that  all  the  customers  are  curious  about.  I love  the  people  I 
work  with.  They  also  motivate  me  to  keep  working  harder  and  harder.  This  job  has  taught 
me  to  be  patient,  attentive,  and  has  given  me  a tolerance  for  extreme  heat. 

When  I applied  for  a busing  job  at  The  Flatbread  Company  I did  not  have  a 
formal  interview  with  the  manager.  I kind  of  had  the  job  before  I even  submitted  my 
application.  My  sister  was  one  of  the  original  people  to  work  there  and  the  manager 
absolutely  loved  her.  I had  someone  on  the  inside  you  could  say.  I gave  Kevin,  the  old 
manager  at  Flatbread,  my  application.  He  looked  at  it  and  said,  “When  can  you  start?” 

“Whenever  you  want  me  to,”  I said,  eager  and  nervous  to  start  my  first  job. 

I have  noticed  a great  deal  of  development  in  my  patience  since  I started  this  job. 
Working  with  waiters  and  waitresses  who  are  rushing  around  yelling  at  me  about  stuff  I 
cannot  control  has  helped  a lot.  I try  to  be  patient  and  polite  with  them;  being  polite  keeps 
them  from  becoming  more  angered  and  from  trying  to  ruin  my  day  as  well.  Also,  I have 
to  deal  with  the  kitchen  staff,  which  can  sometimes  be  slow.  I will  calmly  wait  for  them 
to  make  the  pizzas  before  I put  them  in  the  oven.  Patience  is  a good  thing  to  have  when 
you  work  with  a lot  of  busy  people.  I have  found  that  when  I am  not  patient  with  people  I 
will  run  my  mouth  and  that  is  not  a good  thing  at  all.  It  was  a mistake  when  I sternly  said, 
“If  you  stand  around  me  and  nag  I won’t  get  anything  done,”  to  a waitress.  I had  to  sit 
down  with  my  boss  and  explain  the  entire  situation  and  then  apologize  to  the  waitress. 
This  starts  all  kinds  of  problems  among  the  employees  and  I am  not  one  for  drama  and 
trash  talking. 

I have  to  pay  constant  attention  to  the  oven.  Pizzas  that  are  cooking  can  bum  even 
when  I turn  my  back  for  only  a couple  of  seconds.  I can  remember  a time  when  I forgot 
about  a pizza  and  when  I looked  in  the  oven  it  had  turned  completely  black.  Our  boss  is  a 
cool  guy  and  did  not  mind.  “It’s  alright.  Just  make  another  one,”  he  said.  The  customer 
seemed  a little  unhappy  with  how  long  their  pizza  took,  oh  well.  Now,  my  attention  is 
focused  on  every  pizza  that  goes  in  that  big  oven. 

Sometimes  I am  too  caught  up  in  making  the  pizzas;  I will  forget  to  feed  the  fire. 
The  fire  is  tricky.  One  minute  it  is  a raging  blaze  of  hell  and  the  next  it  is  a pile  of  coals. 
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If  I put  too  much  wood  on  the  fire  the  oven  will  heat  up  too  much  and  will  bum  the 
pizzas.  When  the  oven  cools  down  too  much  the  pizzas  will  not  cook  right  and  will  take  a 
long  time  to  finish.  It  has  taken  a few  weeks  to  get  used  to  working  with  the  fire  and  I 
leam  something  new  about  it  every  time  I go  to  work.  Paying  attention  to  the  fire  and  the 
pizzas  makes  being  a baker  a busy  and  hard  job. 

I have  been  burned  countless  times  by  the  fire  and  the  stones  of  the  flatbread 
oven.  Over  time  I have  gained  a tolerance  for  the  intense  heat  and  bums.  The  oven  gets  to 
eight  hundred  degrees  when  we  are  cooking  food.  I have  touched  the  stones  on  the 
opening  of  the  oven  and  have  had  scars  because  of  it.  Bright  orange  coals  have  jumped 
out  at  me  from  inside  the  fire  and  put  black  bum  marks  on  my  clothes.  Hot  oil  from  the 
pizzas  has  burned  my  hands  every  day  since  I started  baking.  Putting  my  hand  in  and  out 
of  the  oven  is  the  worst  of  all;  my  hand  heats  up  so  much  in  the  oven  that  when  my  hand 
comes  out  of  the  oven  for  a second  it  bums  down  to  the  bone.  The  bums  still  hurt  but  I 
am  getting  more  used  to  them  every  day. 

My  coworkers  are  like  a group  of  friends  that  get  paid  to  hang  out.  We  all  get 
along  and  have  lots  of  fun  while  we  work.  Mark  and  Ray  have  always  had  prank  battles 
with  each  other  ever  since  I can  remember.  It  always  starts  with  one  of  them  moving  the 
stuff  on  the  other’s  station,  then  it  escalates  to  bigger  things.  This  one  night  Ray 
unscrewed  the  cap  to  the  glaze  that  Mark  used  to  put  on  pizzas.  When  a pizza  came  out 
that  needed  the  glaze  all  of  it  spilled  out  of  the  bottle  and  went  all  over  the  pizza  and 
floor.  Ray  just  ran  for  the  hallway  and  down  the  stairs  while  Mark  just  kind  of  stared  at 
the  mess  in  shock  before  cracking  up  with  laughter.  Till  this  day  our  boss  has  no  idea  it 
happened  and  I think  it  is  best  that  it  stays  that  way.  When  we  need  something  from 
downstairs  we  usually  yell  down  to  someone  to  have  them  get  it  for  us.  I yelled  down  to 
Ray  one  night  to  bring  something  up  for  us.  “Hey  Ray,  we  need  cheese!”  I screamed. 

“You  got  it!”  he  screamed  back. 

When  I turned  around  everybody  was  looking  at  me  in  a “Do  you  realize  what 
you  just  did?”  sort  of  way.  “That  was  so  loud,”  Kristen  said. 

My  other  responsibility,  other  than  baking  the  pizzas,  is  to  chop  wood  for  the  fire. 
An  hour  before  Flatbread  opens  I have  to  start  dropping  the  ax.  Chopping  the  wood  is  a 
dangerous  task  that  takes  a lot  of  strength  and  endurance.  The  ax  is  not  very  sharp  but  can 
still  do  some  damage.  I have  cut  my  hands  when  I do  not  move  them  fast  enough  or  when 
a log  splits  when  I do  not  expect  it  to.  I can  remember  one  time  when  I hit  my  shin  with 
the  ax.  I had  the  ax  upside  down  so  the  log  would  split  over  it  when  it  hit  the  chopping 
block.  I misjudged  my  distance  with  the  block  and  missed.  The  log  went  flying  as  the  butt 
of  the  ax  rocketed  down  and  made  an  abrupt  stop  against  my  lower  right  shin.  I did  not 
say  a word.  I just  walked  it  off  and  learned  from  my  mistake.  The  wood  also  flies 
sometimes.  When  the  wood  splits  easy  over  the  ax  it  bounces  off  the  chopping  block  and 
flies.  Usually  the  wood  shoots  off  away  to  the  right,  left  or  in  front  but  it  has  jumped  back 
at  me.  I must  have  done  something  just  right  for  this  to  happen.  I brought  the  ax  down 
hard  and  the  log  split  and  jumped.  One  half  of  the  log  jumped  to  the  left  and  the  other 
jumped  straight  back  at  me.  It  hit  the  brim  of  my  hat,  knocking  it  off,  and  rolled  over  my 
head.  Luckily  I did  not  get  hurt.  Mark  saw  the  whole  thing  and  said,  “Are  you  okay?”  He 
sounded  very  worried  when  he  ran  my  way. 

“I’m  fine,”  I said  laughing  about  it. 
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This  job  has  given  me  so  much  more  than  just  spending  cash.  It  has  given  me 
experience  and  pride  and  that  is  worth  double  what  I get  paid.  The  friendly  people  and 
laidback  atmosphere  makes  this  the  perfect  part-time  job  for  a full-time  college  student 
like  me.  Flatbread  has  become  a second  home  to  me  and  it  is  always  there  for  me  when  I 
need  help  the  most.  I am  looking  forward  to  many  more  years  working  here. 


Carl  Williams,  19,  lives  in  Ames  bury,  MA,  and  enjoys  skateboarding,  guitars,  and  art.  He 
is  a liberal  arts  major  who  used  to  think  of  himself  as  a “writing  hunchback,  not  very 
pleasing.  ” After  taking  Caroline  Anderberg 's  Basic  Writing  class  in  the  fall  of 2004,  Carl 
says,  “I  have  gained  a lot  of  confidence,  thanks  to  Caroline,  Clare,  and  Joe.  ” 
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My  Media  Outlet 
by  Orlando  Candelario 

Most  people  like  to  watch  television  to  keep  up  with  what’s  going  on  around  their 
everyday  lives.  I am  one  of  these  people,  but  there  are  days  when  I don’t  have  time  to 
watch  television.  I turn  to  other  resources  for  my  news  and  information.  One  of  these 
resources  is  The  Boston  Herald.  With  this  publication,  I am  able  to  keep  up  with  sports, 
local  news,  as  well  as  learn  information  on  business,  politics  and  travel. 

I started  reading  The  Boston  Herald  regularly  about  fourteen  years  ago.  It  was  an 
easy  way  for  me  to  keep  up  with  sports.  I can  still  remember  when  the  Detroit  Pistons 
beat  the  Boston  Celtics  in  the  Eastern  Conference  Finals  back  in  1989.  It  was  plastered  all 
over  the  back  of  The  Boston  Herald.  I was  the  happiest  guy  at  work.  All  of  my  co- 
workers weren’t  too  happy  watching  me  celebrate  and  bragging  all  over  the  warehouse. 
Knowing  that  all  these  Celtics  fans  had  to  listen  to  me  brag  made  it  that  much  sweeter. 
Now  if  any  of  my  teams  win  I try  to  keep  it  to  myself  so  I won’t  upset  anyone  at  work. 

Since  I was  always  reading  about  sports  in  The  Boston  Herald , I decided  to  start 
reading  the  whole  newspaper  front  to  back  to  keep  up  with  the  local  news.  One  day  back 
in  the  year  1994,  The  Boston  Herald  had  a picture  of  James  “Whitey”  Bulger  on  the  front 
page  of  their  newspaper.  For  those  of  you  who  don’t  know  who  Whitey  Bulger  is,  he’s 
the  crime  boss  who  ran  the  Winter  Hill  Gang  in  South  Boston.  The  first  time  I ever  came 
to  know  about  this  man  was  because  of  the  articles  I read  that  were  printed  in  The  Boston 
Herald.  I read  about  how  he  was  involved  in  loan-sharking,  extortion,  drugs  and  murder. 
The  FBI  was  about  to  arrest  him  in  1995,  but  someone  tipped  him  off  and  he  left  South 
Boston  to  escape  prosecution.  He  was  never  caught  and  till  this  day  is  still  a fugitive  from 
justice.  Anytime  there  is  an  article  on  Whitey  Bulger  I have  read  it.  Reading  about 
Whitey  Bulger  makes  me  think  about  how  many  dangerous  people  there  are  in  our 
society  and  how  carefully  we  should  live  and  walk  amongst  them. 

The  Boston  Herald  also  has  an  informative  business  section.  I always  scan  the 
business  section  to  read  about  any  company  closings,  mergers,  and  layoffs  as  well  as 
federal  or  state  tax  increases.  It  also  helps  me  keep  track  of  my  mutual  funds.  I scan 
through  the  Dow  Jones  or  NYSE  section  and  see  how  each  mutual  fund  is  doing.  This 
was  very  helpful  on  one  occasion.  I was  tracking  one  of  my  mutual  funds  and  noticed  it 
was  losing  money  for  two  straight  weeks.  Thanks  to  The  Boston  Herald  I was  able  to  sell 
that  fund  and  invest  in  a more  stable  one. 

Another  way  The  Boston  Herald  influences  me  is  through  the  state  politics.  I can’t 
get  enough  of  their  state  political  coverage.  It  sometimes  influences  who  I vote  for.  They 
always  seem  to  uncover  stories  on  politicians  who  are  overpaid,  underworked,  or  up  to  no 
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good.  One  of  their  columnists  who  covers  politics  is  Howie  Carr.  This  guy  can  always 
find  out  anything  about  the  state’s  crooked  politicians.  My  favorite  Howie  Carr  articles 
are  the  ones  that  poke  fun  at  the  Speaker  of  the  House — Tom  Finneran.  He  always 
addresses  him  as  “King  Tom.”  He  gave  him  this  nickname  because  Finneran  would 
approve  or  shoot  down  a bill  whenever  it  was  convenient  for  him.  He  would  always  make 
fun  of  Finneran  when  Finneran  wanted  to  raise  taxes  for  the  residents  of  Massachusetts 
and  then  later  would  vote  to  give  himself  and  everyone  in  the  Senate  a raise.  I guess  this 
is  why  Howie  Carr  also  nicknamed  him  “Tommy  Taxes.”  Howie  Carr  is  a great 
columnist.  I always  read  his  column  on  Sundays,  Wednesdays  and  Fridays. 

I can  also  find  great  travel  deals  and  ideas  in  The  Boston  Herald  travel  section.  I 
read  the  travel  section  every  Sunday  and  Thursday.  I like  to  read  all  the  articles  on  the 
Carribean  because  it  tells  me  how  the  weather  is  going  to  be  at  a certain  time  of  the  year. 

I also  read  any  articles  printed  on  Orlando,  Florida.  My  family  and  I like  to  visit  Orlando 
every  two  years.  We  like  to  visit  all  the  theme  parks.  Our  favorite  theme  park  is  Universal 
Studios.  They  always  seem  to  be  expanding  and  adding  new  rides  every  year.  I won’t  do 
any  of  my  vacation  planning  until  I check  The  Boston  Herald  travel  section.  They  always 
seem  to  help  me  decide  on  what  destination  I should  visit. 

So  when  I can’t  find  the  time  to  watch  the  television,  I read  The  Boston  Herald.  It 
keeps  me  informed  with  everything  from  sports  to  local  news  as  well  as  business,  politics 
and  help  with  my  travel  planning.  The  television  is  a good  tool  to  access  news  and 
information,  but  newspapers  are  a great  way  to  access  the  same  news  and  information.  In 
my  opinion  everyone  should  read  a newspaper  daily.  I think  they  would  be  surprised  at 
the  many  uses  it  could  have  for  them.  For  me  the  newspaper  of  choice  is  The  Boston 
Herald. 


Orlando  Candelario  is  32  and  an  Electronic  Technology  major  at  NECC.  He  is  married 
and  has  two  children.  Orlando  took  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in 
the  fall  of 2004. 
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Monster  Muppets 
by  G.  Isabel  Gangi 

In  my  opinion  Sesame  Street  is  a magnificent  program  for  kids.  My  daughter  is 
only  six  months  old,  and  the  colorful  and  funny  characters  that  are  in  this  program 
already  fascinate  her.  Sesame  Street  is  educational  for  kids;  it  guides  parents  to  do  what’s 
right  for  their  children  and  also  entertains  the  family. 

Sesame  Street  has  various  strategies  to  introduce  and  make  kids  understand  the 
alphabet,  numbers,  colors,  shapes,  and  many  other  things.  It  makes  me  happy  to  see  my 
daughter  watching  Sesame  Street.  The  procedure  they  use  to  teach  children  in  every 
episode  is  concentrating  only  on  one  letter  of  the  alphabet,  one  number,  color  or  shape  at 
a time.  An  example  of  this  is  the  letter  C.  They  illustrate  it  with  sight  and  sound,  and  they 
use  words  that  start  with  C.  Although  my  daughter  is  still  very  small,  I know  that  Sesame 
Street  will  help  her  and  is  a good  tool  for  her  to  be  prepared  when  she  gets  to  start  school. 
She  will  be  familiar  with  the  alphabet  and  counting  numbers,  which  she  will  need  when 
she  begins  to  exercise  her  mind. 

This  program  also  tells  parents  how  to  protect  their  children  from  getting  injured, 
and  how  to  react  in  case  of  an  emergency.  I feel  comfortable  watching  this  program 
because  throughout  the  show  it  gives  parents  advice  on  kids.  Sesame  Street  shows  parents 
what  to  do  in  order  to  keep  their  children  safe  at  home.  It  also  covers  how  to  talk  to  your 
kids  about  when  they  see  a stranger  approaching  them.  It  has  shown  me  to  teach  my 
daughter  the  difference  between  someone  that’s  familiar,  and  someone  that’s  not.  Sesame 
Street  gives  parents  nice  tips  on  how  to  make  their  kids  understand  important  issues  that 
every  parent  needs  to  convey  to  their  child. 

Sesame  Street  captures  the  kid’s  attention  and  concentration.  It  pleases  me  that 
Sesame  Street  is  very  entertaining  for  kids  and  grownups.  Everything  they  address  is 
done  in  fun  and  exciting  ways.  There  is  a lot  of  singing  for  kids  to  have  fun.  My 
daughter’s  favorite  song  is  “C  is  for  Cookie.”  This  song  is  for  kids  to  learn  the  letter  C. 
One  day  my  daughter  was  in  her  bouncer  watching  this  program,  and  my  husband  was 
with  her  in  the  living  room.  I was  in  the  kitchen  washing  dishes,  and  I could  hear  my 
husband  calling,  “Isabel  come  here  quick.” 
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I ran  inside  the  living  room  and  said,  “What?  I’m  cleaning  the  kitchen.” 

My  husband  said,  “Look.  The  baby  is  excited  with  the  show.”  She  was  jumping 
with  joy,  and  she  was  laughing. 

I said,  ‘“C  is  for  Cookie’  comes  after  this  part,  and  she  knows  it.  That’s  why  she 
is  jumping  like  that.” 

My  husband  said,  “God,  how  does  this  kid  know  so  much?” 

I said,  “She  loves  this  program,  and  she  knows  it  by  heart.” 

A lot  of  games  are  also  included  to  enjoy  the  program.  Finding  Ernie  is  a game 
that  they  play  making  all  the  muppets  characters  go  around  Sesame  Street  asking  and 
showing  what  everything  is  till  they  find  Ernie.  You  can  also  find  in  stores  books  and 
toys  about  Sesame  Street  and  their  puppets.  I enjoy  reading  to  my  daughter  every  night. 
She  loves  the  characters  and  her  favorite  is  Elmo.  She  gets  very  excited  and  happy  every 
time  she  sees  him. 

Sesame  Street  is  a great  program  for  kids  to  watch.  Parents  don’t  have  to  worry 
about  inappropriate  material  being  shown  on  this  program.  For  that  reason,  I am  sure  it 
has  guided  many  parents,  like  me,  to  do  what’s  best  for  their  child.  Educationally,  it 
brings  children  to  a higher  level  with  the  basic  tools  needed  for  their  new  beginnings.  In 
addition  to  that,  it  is  entertaining  in  a way  that  maintains  the  children’s  and  adult’s 
interest. 


G.  Isabel  Gangi  is  23  years  old  and  lives  in  Lawrence,  MA,  with  her  husband  and  young 
daughter.  She  works  as  a clerk  and  is  a business  major.  Isabel  thinks  that  Clare 
Thompson-Ostrander’s  Basic  Writing  class  was  a good  experience. 
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Soft  Rock 
by  Sarah  Johnson 

The  beginning  of  my  teenage  years  I started  off  down  a bumpy  road.  I was 
fighting  constantly  with  my  parents,  was  involved  in  sports,  and  trying  to  keep  my  grades 
up  in  school.  Dealing  with  all  these  issues  I started  to  understand  what  feeling  stressed 
out  meant.  I soon  realized  the  only  thing  that  could  relieve  my  stress  was  listening  to  soft 
rock  music.  The  way  I came  to  this  realization  was  when  I was  in  my  room  after  a fight 
with  my  parents  and  decided  to  put  on  my  Mariah  Carey  CD.  Minutes  after  I was 
listening  to  the  CD  I felt  relaxed  and  calm.  From  that  point  on  whenever  I get  a little 
stressed  from  my  hectic  life,  I flip  on  the  radio  to  a soft  rock  channel  or  throw  on  a soft 
rock  CD. 

For  years  now  I’ve  listened  to  soft  rock  music  while  doing  school  assignments. 
Soft  rock  helps  me  calm  down  and  focus  on  whatever  it  is  that  I am  working  on.  For 
example,  last  night  I was  typing  an  essay  for  my  Spanish  class  and  I couldn’t  think  of 
anything  to  say,  so  I put  on  my  radio  to  the  soft  rock  channel.  “Candle  in  the  Wind”  by 
Elton  John  was  blaring  from  my  radio.  The  lyrics  from  “Candle  in  the  Wind”  are  so 
sweet  and  soothing  that  the  words  began  to  flow  out  of  me  onto  my  paper  once  listening 
to  it.  Also  last  week,  I was  working  on  a math  assignment  and  was  getting  aggravated 
because  I was  confused  about  what  I had  to  do.  So  I put  on  my  radio  to  the  soft  rock 
channel  to  calm  down  and  focus. 

I also  listen  to  soft  rock  to  help  me  fall  asleep  at  night.  Last  week  I was  trying  to 
fall  asleep  but  I had  so  many  things  running  through  my  mind  that  no  matter  what  I did  to 
fall  asleep  I couldn’t.  After  an  hour  or  so  I was  desperate  to  fall  asleep  and  decided  to  try 
listening  to  soft  rock.  I put  on  my  Mariah  Carey  CD  and  began  listening  to  her  song  “You 
Will  Always  Be  My  Baby.”  Ever  since  I started  listening  to  Mariah  Carey  my  favorite 
song  by  her  was  “You  Will  Always  Be  My  Baby.”  A few  minutes  after  listening  to 
Mariah  I felt  myself  drifting  off  to  sleep. 

Another  way  soft  rock  has  helped  me  is  when  I am  driving.  It  helps  me  relax.  The 
other  day  I was  driving  and  someone  cut  me  off.  Of  course  my  immediate  reaction  was  to 
get  mad.  But  I decided  instead  of  yelling  and  screaming  to  put  on  soft  rock  music  to  help 
me  forget  about  what  had  happened.  When  I flipped  to  the  soft  rock  channel,  a song  by 
Bryan  Adams  was  on.  The  song  was  called  “(Everything  I Do)  I Do  It  for  You.”  The 
words  in  that  song  are  so  relaxing  and  enjoyable  that  I soon  was  calm. 

Although  I enjoy  soft  rock  music  because  it  relaxes  me,  I enjoy  it  for  other 
reasons  too.  I like  the  lyrics  in  soft  rock  songs.  I can  relate  to  them  personally.  For 
example,  the  band  Extreme  has  a song  called  “More  Than  Words.”  In  that  song  there  are 
lyrics  that  say,  “More  than  words  to  show  you  feel  that  your  love  for  me  is  real.”  I believe 
that  actions  mean  more  than  words  can  ever  mean.  Someone  can  say  all  they  want  but  I 
think  their  actions  show  their  true  emotions.  This  song  also  has  a personal  attachment  to 
me.  It  is  the  song  my  boyfriend  and  I claim  to  be  our  song.  The  reason  we  chose  this  song 
to  be  our  song  is  because  we  both  feel  that  love  is  more  than  words  can  describe.  Also  we 
both  enjoyed  the  way  the  song  sounded. 

I enjoy  listening  to  the  guitars  in  soft  rock  songs.  The  guitar  is  an  interesting 
instrument.  It  can  have  a high-pitched  noise  or  a low-pitched  noise  and  bring  excitement 
to  a song.  I like  the  strumming  of  the  strings  on  an  acoustic  guitar  better  than  an  electric 
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guitar  because  it  is  more  relaxing.  The  type  of  music  that  has  only  strumming  of  an 
acoustic  guitar  and  vocals  is  called  unplugged  music.  Many  bands  play  music  like  this, 
such  as  Dave  Matthews  Band,  Alanis  Morissette,  and  Nirvana.  I have  an  acoustic  guitar 
of  my  own  and  enjoy  playing  for  passing  time. 

Soft  rock  music  is  also  a great  type  of  music  to  dance  ballet  or  lyrical  to.  I’ve 
made  up  many  dances  to  soft  rock  songs.  The  emotions  expressed  in  soft  rock  music  can 
relate  to  the  dance  and  create  the  feeling  for  the  audience.  Lyrical  dance  is  a combination 
of  jazz  and  ballet.  It’s  used  to  show  raw  emotions  in  a slower  but  dramatic  way.  It’s 
called  lyrical  dancing  because  it  uses  the  lyrics  of  a song  to  enhance  the  message  the  song 
is  supposed  to  give.  For  example,  if  a song  is  about  heartache  and  loneliness,  the 
movements  in  the  dance  will  be  dragged  out  and  slow.  But  if  the  song  is  more  upbeat, 
then  the  movements  will  be  choppy  and  short. 

Soft  rock  music  also  means  a lot  to  me  because  it’s  helped  me  get  through  some 
tough  times.  When  my  boyfriend  and  I broke  up,  I was  really  upset.  The  lyrics  in  soft 
rock  songs  helped  me  feel  like  I would  get  through  it,  and  I wasn’t  the  only  person  who 
ever  went  through  a breakup.  The  song  “Hero”  by  Mariah  Carey  especially  helped  me  get 
through  this  tough  time  because  it  made  me  realize  I didn’t  need  a guy  to  make  me  feel 
special.  I was  in  a slump  for  awhile  but  listening  to  soft  rock  music  and  songs  like  “Hero” 
helped  me  heal  faster. 

I’m  happy  I began  listening  to  soft  rock  music  and  plan  on  listening  to  it  in  the 
future  as  my  way  of  relaxing.  Since  I began  listening  to  soft  rock  I’ve  been  calmer  and 
happier.  I enjoy  dancing  to  soft  rock  music,  playing  soft  rock  music,  and  listening  to  soft 
rock  music.  It’s  weird  how  music  can  mean  so  much  to  someone.  Music  influences  our 
deepest  feelings  and  thoughts.  Different  music  reaches  out  to  different  people  but  the  type 
of  music  that  reached  out  to  me  was  soft  rock. 


Sarah  Johnson  lives  in  Salem,  NH,  and  is  18  years  old.  She  is  majoring  in  radiology,  and 
she  enjoys  dance  and  cheering.  After  taking  Basic  Writing  with  Priscilla  Bellairs  in  fall 
2004,  Sarah  says,  “I  like  writing  and  am  proud  of  my  work.  ” 
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The  Sound  of  Music 
by  Lodmira  Mousa 

We  are  surrounded  by  all  sorts  of  sounds.  How  wonderful  are  the  birds’  melody  in 
the  morning,  or  the  sound  of  the  rain  on  a romantic  evening!  The  cracking  of  the  fire  in 
the  chimney  creates  a nice  relaxing  atmosphere.  One  of  my  hobbies  is  to  listen  to  music; 
however,  the  music  that  is  most  pleasant  to  my  ears  is  Middle  Eastern  music.  This  kind  of 
music  helps  me  to  relax,  brings  joy  to  my  soul,  and  refreshes  my  memories  through  its 
lyrics. 

Middle  Eastern  music  is  very  old.  Through  the  years,  it  was  improved  and  became 
a little  bit  different.  The  Middle  Eastern  orchestra  used  to  include  an  ’ud  which  is  shaped 
like  half  a pear  with  a short  neck,  a tablah  which  is  a small  hand  drum  placed  under  the 
left  arm,  a quanun,  a nay,  a mijwiz,  a buzuq  and  a daff.  But  now,  this  music  consists  of  an 
organ,  a tablah,  a nay  and  a daff.  This  music  has  two  kinds  of  melodies.  There  are  the 
various  melodies  which  differ  from  one  section  to  another  in  a song.  But  the  repeated 
melody  is  the  song  that  has  one  melody  that  repeats  in  every  section. 

To  start  with,  Middle  Eastern  music  helps  me  to  relax.  There  are  two  rhythms  in 
this  music,  the  fast  and  the  slow.  I prefer  the  slow  rhythm  in  the  morning.  Also,  when  I 
am  in  a bad  mood,  it  helps  me  to  feel  better.  One  of  my  favorite  singers  who  sings  slow 
rhythm  songs  is  Fayrouz.  Almost  all  the  lyrics  of  her  songs  are  descriptive  of  nature.  I 
listen  to  the  fast  rhythm  when  I am  in  a good  mood,  in  my  car,  while  I am  cleaning  the 
house  and  when  I am  solving  mathematical  problems.  It  gives  me  a dynamic  feeling. 
Sometimes,  I feel  that  I want  to  dance,  so  I put  my  favorite  song  and  I just  dance  and  sing 
with  enthusiasm  until  I am  exhausted. 

Furthermore,  dancing  to  this  music  gives  me  a sense  of  well-being,  joy  and 
freedom  through  movement.  When  I listen  to  Middle  Eastern  music,  I can’t  stop  moving. 

I feel  that  my  body  is  swaying  and  my  hands  and  my  wrist  are  moving.  Middle  Eastern 
dancing  is  known  as  belly  dancing.  When  I am  dancing  to  this  music,  I actually  find 
myself  moving  my  wrist  more  than  my  belly,  but  this  name  came  from  the  French 
language,  “la  dance  de  la  ventre.”  Belly  dancing  is  the  connection  between  mind  and 
body.  It  is  a feminine  dance,  and  known  all  over  the  world. 
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Also,  Middle  Eastern  music  jogs  my  memories.  Almost  all  the  lyrics  of  this  music 
express  love  and  romantic  emotions.  One  of  my  favorite  songs  is  called  “The  One  Who 
Loves  You  Most.”  The  lyrics  of  this  song  are,  “I  am  the  one  who  loves  you  the  most.  And 
in  your  suffering  and  your  joy,  I am  beside  you.  My  darling  come  close;  look  with  your 
own  eyes.  I’m  right  next  to  you,  I’m  surrounding  you.  Because  of  your  eyes,  my  life  isn’t 
enough  nor  is  too  much  for  you.”  These  beautiful  words  are  sung  by  an  Egyptian  singer 
whose  name  is  Omar  Diab.  While  I am  singing  along  with  him  this  song,  I feel  like  my 
heart  will  stop.  Every  time  I listen  to  this  song,  I remember  when  I was  dancing  with  my 
husband  at  our  engagement  party.  The  lyrics  of  this  music  restore  my  memories  which 
are  my  valuable  treasure. 

Listening  to  music  is  a part  of  my  daily  life.  I can’t  even  think  about  the  idea  of 
not  having  music.  I think  music  is  the  joy  of  the  soul,  so  I recommend  that  you  use  any 
kind  of  music  that  is  pleasant  to  your  ears  to  relax  and  to  ease  your  stress.  Life  is 
wonderful,  and  nothing  is  worth  being  upset  about.  In  short,  be  happy. 


Lodmira  Mousa,  a full-time  student,  lives  in  Atkinson,  NH,  and  aspires  to  be  a registered 
nurse.  After  finishing  Basic  Writing  with  Priscilla  Bellairs  in  the  fall  of 2004,  Lodmira 
has  more  confidence  in  her  writing  ability. 
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Connected 
by  Jennifer  Scharn 

I have  grown  up  listening  to  many  different  styles  and  types  of  music.  From 
oldies  to  country,  to  rock,  to  rap,  to  children’s  music,  you  name  it,  I’ve  listened  to  it.  Not 
only  have  I listened  to  it,  I sing  it  as  well.  Music  is  a big  part  of  my  family  and  makes  up 
a lot  of  who  I am.  I have  relatives  who  sing  and  play  instruments  in  bands.  My  brother 
and  I sing  in  the  praise  and  worship  team  at  our  church,  which  is  why  my  favorite  style  of 
music  is  Christian.  There  is  no  other  music  that  makes  me  feel  the  way  I do  when  I listen 
to  it.  It  makes  me  feel  connected  to  God. 

I enjoy  listening  to  Christian  music  from  all  different  genres.  I like  songs  that  are 
peppy  and  upbeat  when  I am  in  a fun  and  playful  mood.  When  I am  sad  or  down  I like  to 
hear  songs  that  are  mellow  and  slow.  The  style  of  the  music  I listen  to  depends  on  what 
kind  of  mood  I’m  in.  No  matter  what  mood  I’m  in,  though,  my  music  I listen  to  brings 
me  closer  to  God,  as  long  as  it  is  Christian. 

One  of  my  favorite  songs  is  on  a CD  that  I’ve  recently  purchased  called  The 
Passion  of  the  Christ.  It  is  a CD  that  was  inspired  by  the  movie.  The  name  of  the  song 
that  is  my  favorite  is  “New  Again.”  It  is  a duet  sung  by  Brad  Paisley  and  Sara  Evans.  I 
love  the  way  that  their  voices  harmonize  together.  Even  though  throughout  most  of  the 
song  they  have  separate  parts,  they  do  sing  some  lines  together.  I love  this  song  because 
of  the  lyrics.  The  song  is  sung  from  the  perspective  of  Mary  and  Jesus.  In  the  song  Jesus 
is  trying  to  comfort  His  mother  as  she  is  questioning  why  her  son’s  death  has  to  happen.  I 
cannot  begin  to  try  to  understand  that  through  all  of  the  pain  and  suffering  Jesus  was 
going  through,  His  focus  was  on  comforting  His  mother.  It  only  proves  how  much  He 
loves  us  and  why  He  went  through  all  of  this. 

There  is  one  line  in  particular  that  really  touches  my  heart.  It  says,  “So  many 
miracles  and  lives  You’ve  changed,  and  this  world  repays  You  how?  With  all  this  pain.” 

It  expresses  a strong  conviction  about  how  Jesus  was  treated  when  He  was  alive  and  how, 
even  today,  He  is  still  rejected.  He  has  done  everything  to  show  us  how  much  He  loves 
us;  yet  He  was  still  persecuted  and  sent  to  die  a horrible,  humiliating,  painful  death  on  a 
cross  between  two  criminals.  This  song  in  a way  depicts  the  mood  of  his  death.  It  makes 
me  realize  how  much  He  loves  me,  personally.  Through  this  I am  drawn  closer  to  Him. 

“New  Again”  stirs  up  emotions  in  me.  I remember  crying  the  first  time  I heard  it. 

It  reminded  me  of  what  Jesus  sacrificed  for  me.  It  is  now  my  favorite  song  on  the  CD. 
Every  time  I have  the  CD  in,  I hit  the  repeat  button  and  listen  to  it  over  and  over  again.  I 
love  the  way  that  the  song  makes  me  feel  close  to  God.  Through  it  I am  reminded  of  the 
sacrifice  that  He  made  for  my  forgiveness. 

Another  song  that  I have  strong  feelings  for  is  a song  that  we  sing  in  church  called 
“Above  All.”  This  song  is  on  a few  different  CDs  that  I own,  so  not  only  do  I sing  it  in 
church,  but  I listen  to  it  as  well.  The  version  that  I like  best  is  on  a CD  called  Worship 
Together.  It  is  a compilation  of  worship  songs  by  different  artists.  “Above  All”  is  sung  by 
Rebecca  St.  James.  She  has  a very  beautiful  voice.  It  has  a nice,  melodious,  rich  tone  to  it 
that  complements  the  song  just  right. 
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Once  again  it  is  the  lyrics  that  affect  me  the  most.  They  have  the  ability  to  pull  me 
into  the  song  and  to  a whole  other  level,  spiritually.  The  lyrics  are  about  why  Jesus 
suffered  and  died,  and  that  He  did  it  for  our  sake.  The  words  of  the  chorus  are  as  follows: 

Crucified,  laid  behind  the  stone. 

You  lived  to  die,  rejected  and  alone. 

Like  a rose  trampled  on  the  ground, 

You  took  the  fall  and  thought  of  me  above  all. 

When  I hear  this  song,  the  image  of  Jesus’s  body  beaten  and  bruised,  hanging  on  the 
cross  stands  out  in  my  mind.  This  is  why  I think  the  lyrics  accurately  depict  the 
crucifixion  of  Jesus.  When  you  think  of  a rose  lying  on  the  ground  stepped  on,  it  is  not  a 
pretty  flower  anymore.  It  is  crushed  and  tom,  which  is  how  Jesus’s  flesh  was  after  being 
tortured  by  His  accusers.  This  song  is  very  personal.  Others  may  not  get  what  it  means, 
but  coming  from  my  perspective  as  a Christian,  the  song  makes  what  Jesus  went  through 
more  real  to  me. 

As  you  can  see,  it’s  the  lyrics  of  songs  that  mean  the  most  to  me.  Yes,  I do  like  to 
listen  to  the  instruments  and  how  they  blend  together,  but  it  is  the  words  of  a song  that 
speak  to  me  the  most.  I believe  that  because  of  my  faith  the  words  to  songs  have  different 
meanings  to  me  than  they  may  have  to  someone  else. 

Because  of  my  love  of  the  lyrics  I have  developed  a desire  to  sing  them, 
especially  in  church.  The  songs  that  we  sing  in  the  praise  and  worship  team  on  Sunday 
mornings  make  me  feel  as  though  I am  sitting  at  the  feet  of  Jesus  giving  Him  my  love  and 
adoration.  Nothing  makes  me  feel  better  than  praising  my  Lord  and  Savior.  Listening  to 
and  singing  Christian  music  connects  me  to  God,  and  for  this  I’m  grateful. 


Jennifer  Scharn  lives  in  Lawrence  and  is  studying  to  be  a medical  assistant  in  a 
pediatrician ’s  office.  Although  Jennifer  had  always  hated  writing  in  the  past,  she  has 
gained  confidence  from  Cara  McClintock-Walsh ’s  Basic  Writing  class  in  fall  2004.  Now 
Jennifer  says,  “The  knowledge  of  the  process  of  writing  has  made  me  feel  a whole  lot 
better  about  writing.  ” 
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Is  the  Smoking  Ban  Fair  to  Everyone? 
by  Jennifer  Dyer 

The  smoking  ban  in  Massachusetts  is  a very  controversial  issue.  There  are  many 
different  opinions  about  how  cigarette  smoking  in  public  places  should  be  handled.  It  is  a 
hard  subject  that  deals  with  health  issues  and  respecting  the  rights  of  others.  In  my 
opinion,  the  state  of  MA  has  gone  too  far  banning  smoking  in  all  public  establishments. 

I think  that  the  smoking  ban  has  had  a negative  effect  on  the  service  business.  As 
an  experienced  bartender,  I have  realized  that  about  seventy  percent  of  the  regulars  at  the 
bar  smoke  cigarettes.  I work  at  Evos  Tavern  in  the  small  community  of  downtown 
Lowell.  Since  the  ban  we  have  lost  close  to  half  of  our  customers  to  bars  in  NH,  where 
smoking  is  allowed  inside.  The  smoking  ban  has  had  a negative  impact  on  many 
businesses.  I believe  this  has  been  a difficult  change  for  most  of  the  restaurants  and  bars 
in  the  non-smoking  states.  I have  friends  that  also  work  in  the  service  business  in  non- 
smoking states.  We  all  share  the  same  problems  that  arose  when  the  law  was  adopted. 
Bars  are  just  not  pulling  in  the  money  that  they  used  to. 

The  smoking  ban  has  not  only  affected  the  income  of  the  businesses  themselves, 
but  it  has  also  put  the  people  that  work  for  these  businesses  in  financial  difficulty.  I have 
a story  to  share  that  will  show  to  you  firsthand  how  this  is  affecting  people  in  the  service 
business.  Thursday  nights  are  usually  a very  busy  night  to  work  at  Evos,  but  that  seems  to 
be  changing.  Last  Thursday  night  there  was  a very  good  crowd  of  people  hanging  out  at 
the  bar.  Then  around  twelve-thirty  that  changed.  It  was  really  weird.  It  seemed  like  I bent 
down  to  put  a glass  in  the  rack,  and  by  the  time  I got  up  it  was  like  a ghost  town  in  the 
bar.  When  I noticed  that  the  room  had  cleared  out  I turned  to  my  coworker  Kyle. 

“Where  did  everyone  go?”  I asked  her. 

“I  don’t  know,”  she  replied,  with  a confused  look  on  her  face. 

We  had  three  rooms  open  that  night,  so  I went  for  a walk  to  figure  out  where 
everyone  went.  To  get  to  the  other  bars,  I had  to  pass  the  front  door.  As  I walked  by  the 
front  door,  to  my  surprise,  I saw  about  seventy-five  people  standing  on  the  sidewalk  in 
front  of  the  bar.  I’m  not  over  exaggerating  by  telling  you  that  we  lost  almost  all  of  our 
business  to  the  sidewalk  that  night.  It  was  then  that  I realized  that  almost  all  of  our  paying 
customers  were  hanging  around  outside  smoking.  Even  if  the  people  were  not  smoking, 
the  sidewalk  was  a more  happening  place  to  be  than  the  bar  itself.  Kyle  and  I made  about 
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half  of  the  money  that  we  usually  make  because  smokers  are  not  allowed  to  do  so  in  the 
bar  anymore. 

I have  many  friends  in  the  service  business.  They  are  all  having  a hard  time 
coping  financially.  Bartending  and  waitressing  in  Lowell  used  to  be  a dependable  job, 
with  a steady  income.  Now  because  of  the  salary  decrease  many  of  us  have  had  to  take  on 
more  hours,  or  even  find  a second  job.  One  of  my  coworkers,  Keith,  has  been  one  of  the 
head  bartenders  at  Evos  for  about  three  years.  Before  the  smoking  ban  he  did  very  well 
financially  and  Evos  was  his  only  place  of  employment.  Since  the  smoking  ban,  that  has 
changed.  He  has  had  to  find  a second  job  because  the  smoking  ban  has  affected  his 
income  so  much.  He  has  been  bartending  about  eight  years,  and  he  is  one  of  the  best 
bartenders  I have  ever  met.  I don’t  think  it  is  fair  that  he  has  had  to  take  on  a second  job 
to  support  himself.  Keith  deserves  to  be  rewarded  for  his  hard  work  and  bartending  skills, 
but  if  there  are  no  customers  to  tip  the  job  is  not  rewarding  at  all.  This  is  another  example 
of  how  the  smoking  ban  has  had  a negative  effect  on  hard  workers  in  the  service 
business. 

Smoking  is  a very  controversial  issue.  Many  people  do  not  agree  with  my  opinion 
about  this  matter.  There  are  many  awful  things  about  being  exposed  to  smoke.  Cigarettes 
can  cause  cancer  and  emphysema,  along  with  many  other  health  issues.  The  scary  part 
about  it  is  that  you  don’t  even  have  to  smoke  to  be  affected.  Secondhand  smoke  can  kill 
you  too.  It  is  also  a very  hard  addictive  habit  to  quit.  I don’t  think  that  people  who  are 
against  smoking  are  wrong.  It  is  a very  wise  decision  to  not  smoke.  But  we  still  have  to 
remember  that  people  still  have  the  right  to  make  that  decision  for  themselves,  and  should 
not  be  discriminated  against  because  of  their  decision  either  way. 

I think  that  businesses  should  have  a choice  in  the  matter  with  strict  guidelines  to 
follow.  I think  the  state  should  revise  this  law.  I would  suggest  to  them  that  they  don’t 
ban  smoking  automatically.  I think  that  whether  a business  chooses  to  be  a smoking  or  a 
non-smoking  establishment  should  be  up  to  them.  Then  whichever  way  they  choose  to 
go,  they  would  need  to  advertise  accordingly.  A sign  should  have  to  be  posted  on  the 
front  door  explaining  whether  the  business  is  smoking  or  non-smoking.  Then  the  patrons 
would  have  the  right  to  choose.  If  someone  would  like  to  go  to  a bar  or  restaurant  and  be 
able  to  smoke,  they  wouldn’t  feel  alienated  by  not  being  able  to  do  so.  On  the  other  hand, 
people  who  do  not  want  to  be  exposed  to  secondhand  smoke  can  go  to  a smoke-free 
establishment.  I think  that  the  way  this  law  is  now  has  no  compromise.  As  long  as 
cigarettes  are  legal,  people  are  going  to  smoke.  I think  that  as  a community  we  need  to 
work  out  this  issue  in  a way  that  is  fair  to  everyone. 

There  are  many  who  completely  disagree  with  my  opinion  on  smoking.  That’s 
fine  with  me.  I believe  that  everyone  is  entitled  to  voice  their  own  opinion.  I also  think 
that  people  should  have  the  right  to  smoke  somewhere  other  than  the  sidewalk.  The  state 
has  no  problem  selling  cigarettes  for  an  outrageous  amount  of  money,  so  why  can’t  they 
give  smokers  a place  to  go?  I think  this  law  takes  away  the  rights  of  smokers,  and  that  the 
state  of  Massachusetts  has  gone  too  far  with  the  smoking  ban. 

Jen  Dyer  is  23  and  lives  in  Lowell,  MA.  She  works  as  a bartender  and  horseback  riding 
instructor.  Jen  is  studying  nursing  at  NECC.  Before  taking  Basic  Writing  with  Joanna 
Fortna,  Jen  felt  that  writing  was  her  weakest  subject;  now  she  says,  “Eve  found  new 
confidence  in  my  writing  that  has  allowed  me  to  open  up  and  write  well.  ” 
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New  Shuttle  Bus  Schedule  Please! 
by  Rosselys  Gonzalez 

Northern  Essex  Community  College  is  a very  important  part  of  the  Lawrence 
community.  Many  people  that  live  in  Lawrence  attend  NECC  after  they’ve  graduated 
from  high  school.  Most  of  the  people  that  attend  NECC  do  so  because  it  is  not  that 
expensive  and  is  right  in  Lawrence,  their  hometown.  I strongly  believe  that  NECC  is 
making  the  Lawrence  community  a better  place  for  the  future;  however,  there  is  one  thing 
standing  in  the  way:  The  NECC  shuttle  bus  does  not  travel  enough  times  to  transport  the 
students  from  the  Lawrence  campus  to  the  Haverhill  campus  and  vice  versa.  This  is  quite 
frustrating.  That  is  why  I believe  that  the  NECC  shuttle  bus  should  travel  at  least  every 
hour  from  the  Lawrence  campus  to  the  Haverhill  campus. 

First  the  shuttle  bus  is  important  for  NECC  students’  transportation.  A lot  of  the 
students  in  Lawrence  do  not  have  their  own  car.  This  means  that  they  have  to  depend  on 
the  shuttle  bus  to  get  to  their  classes.  The  NECC  shuttle  bus  departs  from  the  campus  in 
Lawrence  to  the  Haverhill  campus  at  4: 15  pm,  and  then  it  goes  back  to  the  Lawrence 
campus  and  departs  to  the  Haverhill  campus  at  5: 15  pm.  After  that  the  shuttle  bus  stays  in 
the  Haverhill  campus  and  does  not  go  back  to  the  Lawrence  campus  until  9:00  pm  and 
then  once  again  from  the  Haverhill  campus  to  the  Lawrence  campus  at  10:00  pm.  If  the 
shuttle  bus  keeps  traveling  every  three  hours  after  a certain  time  then  what  is  going  to 
happen  with  the  students?  They’re  going  to  get  disappointed  and  they’re  going  to  want  to 
drop  out  of  school.  Nobody  wants  to  pay  for  classes  and  not  be  able  to  make  it  most  of 
the  times  because  of  a shuttle  latency.  If  the  shuttle  bus  would  travel  every  hour, 
situations  as  these  would  not  happen  as  much.  I have  a friend  who  has  a child  and  was 
not  able  to  make  it  to  school  because  of  the  shuttle  bus  schedule.  I feel  so  bad  for  her.  I 
know  she  was  trying,  but  I also  understand  that  she  could  not  make  it  every  day  on  time 
especially  considering  the  responsibilities  of  having  a son.  Her  class  started  at  6:00  pm. 
She  worked  full  time  in  the  morning  and  did  not  get  home  until  4:30-5:00  pm.  Then  she 
had  to  go  and  pick  up  her  kid  at  the  babysitter’s  house.  By  the  time  she  was  done  with  all 
that  it  was  already  6:00  pm,  meaning  that  she  had  no  chance  of  making  it  to  school  and 
she  would  be  able  to  make  it  late  to  class  on  certain  occasions.  Late  is  better  than  never 
for  an  invaluable  education. 

There  are  some  occasions  when  classes  finish  early,  and  then  the  students  have  to 
spend  two  to  three  hours  just  wasting  time  in  school.  This  is  quite  frustrating.  Last  week  I 
went  to  my  computer  applications  class.  It  was  supposed  to  last  from  6:00  pm  to  9:00  pm. 
That  day  it  did  not  last  long  at  all.  The  session  started  at  6:00  pm  and  was  over  by  7:30 
pm.  This  meant  that  I had  to  wait  for  the  shuttle  bus  for  two  hours  and  30  minutes.  I tried 
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doing  some  work,  but  with  all  that  extra  time  I finished  everything  that  had  to  be  done 
and  still  had  plenty  of  time  to  spare.  I was  so  bored  and  out  of  ideas.  If  the  shuttle  bus 
would  have  traveled  every  hour,  then  I would  have  gone  home  early  and  got  some  rest 
which  I really  needed  at  the  time. 

Another  reason  why  I believe  that  the  shuttle  bus  should  travel  every  hour  from 
the  Lawrence  campus  to  the  Haverhill  campus  is  that  students  would  have  more  chances 
for  success  in  school.  I know  many  students  who  need  to  stay  in  school  for  a couple  of 
more  hours  after  I leave.  I have  heard  them  say,  “I  need  to  work  on  a group  project.” 
Sometimes  they  said,  “I  just  really  need  some  help  with  the  homework.  My  friend  was 
going  to  help  me,  but  since  I can’t  stay  at  the  library,  there  is  nothing  I can  do.  I have  to 
take  the  shuttle  bus,  else  who  is  going  to  come  pick  me  up?”  I have  also  heard  some 
students  say,  “I  would  really  like  to  stay  and  study  for  the  test  tomorrow.  I do  not  like  to 
study  when  I am  at  home,  but  I can’t  or  else  I might  miss  the  shuttle  bus.”  Most  of  the 
times  these  students  really  want  to  stay  on  campus  and  do  their  work,  but  they  can’t,  and 
all  they  can  say  is,  “I  would  stay,  but  then  I am  going  to  miss  the  shuttle  bus.”  There  is 
this  woman  that  I know.  She  is  in  the  nursing  field.  I remember  there  was  a time  when 
she  told  me  while  getting  on  the  shuttle  bus,  “I  should  stay  later  today,  but  I can’t  take  the 
risk  of  missing  the  shuttle  bus.  I better  just  go  home.”  When  she  got  on  the  bus,  she 
would  just  keep  looking  at  the  campus  as  if  she  really  wanted  to  stay.  It  seems  to  me  she 
was  tortured  by  the  whole  idea  of,  “Should  I stay  or  should  I go?”  After  that,  when  the 
bus  left  to  Lawrence  I was  glad  because  she  was  starting  to  get  me  worried.  She  made  me 
start  thinking  that  in  the  future  I might  be  going  through  the  same  thing.  I can  already 
imagine  myself  trying  to  decide  if  I should  stay  for  a group  project  and  miss  the  bus  or  if 
I should  just  go  home  and  get  a lower  grade. 

The  people  for  the  security  department  should  really  consider  the  possibility  of 
having  the  shuttle  bus  travel  every  hour  from  the  Lawrence  campus  to  the  Haverhill 
campus.  If  this  happened,  I am  sure  that  more  people  would  attend  NECC  for  the 
upcoming  year.  This  is  what  makes  our  neighbor,  Boston,  such  a great  college  town  with 
over  a quarter  million  students.  Public  and  school  transportation  is  widely  available.  If  we 
carried  this  out  we  might  eliminate  some  competition  amongst  Roxbury  Community 
College  and  Middlesex  Community  College.  I really  think  that  changing  the  shuttle  bus 
schedule  is  worth  a try.  If  it  does  not  work  and  not  many  students  are  using  it,  then  it  can 
always  go  back  to  what  it  was.  If  changing  the  shuttle  bus  schedule  is  going  to  help 
students  spend  more  quality  time  in  an  enriching  environment  then  why  hold  this  back 
from  them? 


Rosselys  Gonzalez,  19,  is  a nursing  student  who  plans  to  become  a pediatrician.  She  lives 
in  Lawrence,  MA,  and  took  Basic  Writing  with  Clare  Thompson-Ostrander  during  the 
Spring  2005  semester.  Rosselys  feels  that  the  class  has  helped  her  to  write  better:  “After 
taking  the  Basic  Writing  class,  I feel  that  I can  write  about  anything  at  any  time.  Now  I 
know  the  content  that  is  needed  to  make  a good  essay.  ’’ 
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Too  Much  Pepper 
by  Mai  Tran 

Everybody  knows  that  black  pepper  is  used  to  flavor  food.  However,  that  food 
will  have  a bitter  taste  if  it  has  too  much  black  pepper.  Love  is  like  the  pepper.  If  parents 
love  their  children  so  much  that  they  are  trying  to  protect  their  kids  from  the  community, 
they  will  become  overprotective  parents.  Those  parents  gradually  turn  their  children  into 
more  selfish,  fragile  and  dependent  citizens.  The  other  effect  that  will  happen  to  some 
stubborn  children  is  they  will  react  against  their  parents’  love.  Overprotectiveness  does 
not  only  hurt  children’s  futures,  but  it  also  harms  the  whole  family  and  parents’  feelings 
as  well. 

First  of  all,  overprotective  parents  will  make  their  children  become  more  fragile 
and  dependent.  With  the  protective  instinct,  those  parents  are  always  ready  whenever 
their  children  need  them.  Even  though  those  children  grow  up,  they  are  still  considered 
little  children.  Those  parents  fear  that  a small  rock  on  the  way  will  scratch  their  babies’ 
skin,  and  they  fear  that  a monster  will  appear  any  time  to  take  their  babies  away  if  they 
are  not  there  for  them.  Those  children  are  likely  to  be  woken  up  by  their  parents  every 
school  day,  their  breakfasts  ready  on  the  table.  When  they  come  home,  food  is  available 
in  the  refrigerator.  Their  parents  even  clean  their  rooms  and  make  their  beds  every  day. 
Those  children  will  become  people  who  cannot  do  a simple  thing  such  as  sorting  their 
clothes  for  the  laundry.  They  also  cannot  make  their  own  decisions  or  deal  with  the  real 
world  because  they  usually  follow  their  parents’  decisions  and  instructions.  Furthermore, 
those  parents  can  intervene  in  their  children’s  school  system  because  they  think  their 
children  are  treated  unfairly.  Those  parents  will  easily  be  upset  if  their  children  are 
disciplined  by  teachers.  However,  those  little  children  are  considered  good  children 
because  they  do  anything  that  their  parents  want  them  to. 

Unfortunately,  this  kind  of  love  will  give  those  children  selfish  characters  when 
they  grow  up.  They  will  do  anything  to  satisfy  their  needs  even  if  their  actions  hurt  their 
parents’  or  others’  feelings.  They  gradually  realize  that  their  parents  love  them  so  much 
that  they  will  not  punish  them  strictly  even  if  they  make  a big  mistake.  They  can  steal 
their  parents’  debit  or  credit  cards  to  buy  things  they  want,  or  they  deceive  their  parents 
by  skipping  school.  The  other  dangerous  thing  is  they  easily  become  involved  with  drugs 
because  their  parents  are  willing  to  give  them  money  any  time  they  ask  for  it. 

My  cousin’s  child  will  turn  22  years  old  this  September,  but  his  mother  still  gives 
him  money  every  week  even  though  he  graduated  from  college.  He  had  a part-time  job, 
but  he  quit  because  he  told  everybody  that  his  supervisor  treated  him  unreasonably.  He 
acts  like  a child  when  he  kisses  his  mom  to  ask  for  things  he  wants.  He  is  even  taking 
heroin,  but  his  parents  ignore  people’s  warnings  because  they  always  think  he  is  still  a 
good  boy.  When  the  truth  was  revealed,  my  cousin  refused  to  send  him  to  a clinic 
because  she  thinks  it  is  unsafe.  She  still  gives  him  money  to  satisfy  his  addiction.  I am 
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really  scared  for  his  future  because  he  seems  to  sink  into  his  bad  habit  which  could  cause 
him  to  become  a member  of  a gang. 

On  the  other  hand,  some  stubborn  teenagers  will  rebel  against  overprotective 
parents.  They  feel  bored  with  the  way  their  parents  protect  them  because  their  parents 
control  all  their  actions.  For  example,  overprotective  parents  insist  their  children  be  home 
on  time  after  school,  or  they  even  insist  their  children  eat  the  amount  of  food  that  they 
think  their  children  need.  When  those  children  want  to  go  out,  their  parents  will  be  their 
escort.  Even  though  their  friends  stop  by,  their  parents  will  prowl  around  because  they 
think  those  bad  friends  will  invite  their  children  to  try  drugs  or  cigarettes.  Those  children 
feel  as  if  they  live  in  a prison,  and  they  are  clay  in  their  parents’  hands.  They  crave  their 
privacy.  The  more  their  parents  protect  them,  the  more  freedom  those  children  wish  for. 
When  this  crisis  rises  up,  those  children  will  run  away. 

This  bad  experience  happened  to  my  brother’s  family.  His  teenage  daughter  ran 
away  once  to  object  to  her  overprotective  parents.  She  said  that  her  parents  did  not  love 
her  because  they  took  away  her  freedom.  Now,  she  avoids  communicating  with  her 
parents.  She  shuts  her  door  after  school  and  even  keeps  away  from  her  brother.  I am 
worried  about  her  future  because  her  outlook  on  life  is  negatively  affected  by  her  parents’ 
love. 

I agree  with  parents  that  we  must  protect  our  children,  but  we  should  not 
overprotect.  Our  children  are  more  capable  of  dealing  with  the  real  world  if  we  let  them 
experience  reality.  The  more  parents  overprotect  their  children,  the  less  successful 
children  and  less  happy  families  those  parents  will  get.  Too  much  pepper  can  spoil 
families’  lives  as  well  as  their  meals. 


Mai  Tran,  31,  lives  in  Salem,  NH,  and  is  studying  to  be  a dental  assistant.  Her  hobbies 
include  reading  and  watching  movies.  Now  that  she  has  finished  Basic  Writing  with  Jeri 
Bayer,  she  says,  “I feel  more  confident  about  writing.  ” 


41 


